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I. A moral ſurvey of the nofturnal heavens. 
II. A Night-Addreſs to the Drirr. 
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NIGHT raus NINTH, and LAST. 


AS when a traveller, a long day paſt 
| in painful ſearch of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, a while, his labour loſt ; 
Then chears his heart with what his fate affords, 
And chants his ſonnet to deceive the time, 
| Till the due ſeaſon ealls him to repoſe: 
Thus l, long travell'd in the ways of men, 

{- And dancing, with the reſt, the giddy mare, 
| Where diſappointment ſmiles at hope's career: 
Warn'd by the languor of life's evening ray, 
At length have hous'd me in an humble ſhed; | 
Where, future wand'riog baniſh'd from my thought, 
| And waiting, patient, the ſweet hour of reſt; , 
l I chaſe the moments with a ſerious ſong. 
Song ſooths our pains; and age has pains to footh. 

When age, care, crime, and' friends embrac'd at 

| heart, 
Torn from my bleeding breaſt, and death's dark ſhade, 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' actherial ſice; 
Canſt thou, O Night! indulge one labour more? 
One labour more indulge ! then fleep,' my ſtrain! 
Till, haply, wak'4 by Raphael's golden ye, 

e 
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Where night, death, „ e 

To bear a part in everlaſting lays; 

Though far, far higher ſet, in aim, I truſt, 

Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 
Has nat the muſe aſſerted pleaſures pure, 

Like thoſe above; exploding other joys? 

Weigh what was urg'd, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh ; 

And tell me, haſt thou cauſe to triumph ſtill - 

I think, thou wilt forbear a boaſt fo bold. 

- But if, beneath the favour of miſtake, 

Thy file's fincere, not more ſincere can be 

' Lorenzo's ſmile, than my compaſſion for him. 
The fick in body call for aid; the ſick 

In mind are covetous of more diſcaſe; 

And when at worſt, they dream themſelves quite wells; - 

To know ourſelves diſeas d, is half our cure. 

When nature's bluſh by cuſtom is wip'd off, 

And conſcience, deaden'd by repeated ſtrokes, 

Has into manners naturalia d our crimes ; 

The curſe of curſes is, our curſe to love; 

To triumph in the blackneſs of our guilt 

(A, Indians glory in the deepeſt jet;) 

And throw aſide our ſenſes with our peace. 
But, grant no guilt, no *hame, no leaſt alloy ; 

Grant joy and glory, quite unſully d, ſhone ; 

Yet, ſtill, it ill deſcrves Lorenzo's heart. 

No joy, no glory, glitters in thy ſight, 

But, through the thin partition of an hour, 

I ſce its fables wore by deſtiny; 

And that in forrow bury'd ; this, in ſhame; 
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£ While howling furies ring the doleful knell ; 
And conſcience, now ſo ſoft thou ſcarce canſt hear 
Her whiſper, echoes her eternal peal. 
Where, the petine cities of the ld yoar's frm 
| | Their port fo proud, their buſkin, and their plume ? 
| How many fleep, who kept the world awake 


A truce, and hurig his ſated lance on high! 

"Tis brandiſh d till; „ e eee 

| Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 

Or ſpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

| Bout needleſs monuments to wake the thought 3 
| Life's gayeſt ſcenes ſpeak man's mortality; 
Though in a ſtyle more florid, full as plain, 


ell. As mauſoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 


Turn'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
The well-ſtain'd canvaſs, or the featur'd ſtone ? 
Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the ſcene; 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. | 


Far from it : theſe preſent us with a ſhroud; a 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 
As ſome bold plunderers, for bury'd wealth, 

We ranſack tombs for paſtime ; from the duſt. 
Call up the fleeping hero; bid him tread 
The ſcene for our amuſement : Ee gods . 
We ſit; and wrapt in immortality, | 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die; 
Their fate delporing, to forget our own! . | 


. 


+ | With luſtre; and with noiſe! has death proclaim'd. 


« Pcofeſt diverſions ! cannot theſe eſcape ?' nm 
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What all the pos bd wert. of our .- 


But legacies in bloſſom ? our lean ſoil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, _ 
From Melt inter \doveath f u rich use 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead; 
Like other worms, ſhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our preſent frailties, or approaching fate? 
Lorenzo! ſuch the glories of the world! 
What is the world itſelf? thy world? —a grave. 
Where is the duſt that has not been alive ? 
The ſpade, the plough, diſturb our anceſtors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow ſurface ſhakes, 
And is the ceiling of her fleeping ſons. - 
O'cr devaſtation we blind revels keep; . 
Whole bury'd towns ſupport the dancer's heel. - 
The moiſt of human frame the ſan exhales ; ) 
Wind ſcatter, through the mighty void, the dry; 
Earth repoſſeſſes part 'of what ſhe gave, L 
And thi freed ſpirit mounts on wings of fire; 
Each-element partakes our ſeatter d ſpoils ; 
As nature, wide, our tuins ſpread, man's death 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 
Nor man alone; his breathing buſt expites, 
His tomb is mortal; empires die: where, now, 
The Roman? Greek? they ſtalk, an empty name! 
Yet few regard them in this uſeful light; 
Though half our learning is their epitaph. 


When down thy 'vale, 'atiloek'd by midnight thought, 


| That loves to Wender in'thy ſunlefs realms, 
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© death I ſtreteh my view: what viſions riſe! 
What triumphs ! toils imperial! arts divine! 
In wither'd laurels glide before my fight ! 
What lengths of far fam'd ages, billow'd bigh 

— human agitation, roll along 
In unſubſtantial images of air l 
The melancholy ghoſts of dead renown, 
Whiſp'ring faint echoes of the world's applauſe: - 
With penitential aſpect, as they paſs, 
All point at earth, and hifs at human pride, 
The wiſdom of the wiſe, and prancings of the great. 

But, O Lorenzo ! far the reſt above, + 
Of ghaſtly nature, and enormous fize, . | 
One form aſſaults my fight, and chills my blood, 
And ſhakes my frame. Of one departed world 
I ſee the mighty ſhadow: cozy wreath 5 
And diſmal ſea- weed crown ber: o'er her urn 
Reclin'd, ſhe weeps her deſolated realms, 


And bloated ſons; and, weeping, propheſies 
Another's diſſolution, ſoon, in flames. 


But, like Caſſandra, propheſies in vain; 


In vain, to many. not, I truſt; to thee. 
For, know'ſt thou not, or art thou loth to know, 
The great decree. the counſel of the ſkies ! 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful pow'rs ! 
Prime miaiſters of vengeance ! chain'd in caves 


Diſtinct, apart the giant furies roar; 


Apart; or, ſuch their horrid rage for ruin, 
In mutual conflit would they riſe, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devour d. 
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Zut not for this, ordain'd their boundleſs rage: 
When heav'n's inferior inſtruments of wrath, 
War, famine, peſtilence, are found too weak 
To ſcourge a vorld for. her enormous crimes, 
Theſe are let looſe alternate: down they ruſh, 
Swift and tempeſtuous, from th eternal — 
With irreſiſtible commiſſion arm d, 

The world, in vain corrected. to deſtroy, 
And eaſe creation' of the 'ſhocking-ſcene. 


Sceſt thou. Lorenzo! what depends on man? 


The fate of nature: as, for man, ber birth 


Earth's actors change earth's tranſitory ſcenes, ' 


And makes creation tzroan with human guiit. 
How muſt it-groan, in a new deluge whelm' d, 
Bot not of waters ! at the deſtin'd honr, 
By the loud trumpet-ſummon'd to the charge, 
See, all the formidable- ſbns of fire, 


Their various engines ; all at once diſgorge 
Their blazing magazines; and take, by ſtorm, 
This poor terreſtrial eitadel of man. | 


Amazing period l when each mountain height . 


Out burns Veſuvius ; rocks eternal pour 

Their melted maſs, as rivers onee they pour dg 
Stars ruſh ; and final ruin fiercely drives 
Her ploughſhare o'er creation !—while aloft, . 
More than aſtoniſhment ! if more can be! 

Far other firmaments than c'er was ſcen, 


Than c'er was thought by man! far other ſtars ! 


Stars animate, thatgorern-theſc of fte; 


Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnings, play 


| Far other fun !-—a fon, O how unlike 


i | Poll on the confines of our ether, flames. 


| | The grandcur of my ſubjeft is my-muſe. 
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The babe at Beth'lem! how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary — yet he it is; 

| That man of ſorrows! O how chang'd' what. pomp! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n deſcends ! 

| | And gods, ambitiods, triumph in his. train. - 
A ſwiſt archangel, with his golden wing, 

| As blots and clouds; that-darken and-diſgrace 

| And:now, all drofs remer'd, bearins own pure dag 


While, (dreadful contraſt !) ts hw the ever 

Hell burſting. belches forth her blazing ſeas, 

And ſtorms ſulphureous ; her voracious: jaws 

| Expanding wide, and roaring er 
Lorenzo: weleome to this ſcene; the 

In nature's courſe; the firit in wiſdom's thought. 

This ſtrikes if aught-can ſtrike ther this awakes :; 

Rouſe, rouſe, Lorenzo, then, and follow-me, 

Where truth, the moſt momentous man. can hear, 

I find my inſpiration in my theme; 


At midnight, when mankind is wrapt-in peace, + 

And worldly fancy feeds on golden dreams; 
To give more dread to man's moſt dreadfol hon, 
At midnight, tis preſua'd, this pomp will best 
From tenfold-darkneſs; ſudden, as the ſpark — - 
From ſmitten ſtecl; from nit'raus grain, the blaze, - 
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Man. ſtarting from his couch ſhall ſtcep no more! 
The. day is broke, which never more ſhall cloſe} 
Above, around, beneath, amazement all! 

Terror and glory juin d in their extremes! - 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire! 

| All Hature firugghing in the pants of death! 

' - Doſt thou not hear hct? doſt thou not deplore 
Her ſtrong convulſions and her final groan ? 
Where are we now? ah me! the ground is gone, 
On which we ſtood, Lorenzo! while thou may'ſt, 
Provide more firm ſupport, or fink for ever! 


Where ? how! from whence ? vain hope! it is too lata l | 


Where, where, for ſhclter, ſhall the guilty fly, 

"When conſicrnation tum ns the: good man pale? 
Great day! for which all other days were made : 

For which earth roſe from chaos, man from earth ; 

And an eternity, the date of gods, 

 Deſoctded em poor earth-created man! 

Great day of dread, decifion. and deſpair! 

At thought of thee each fablunary wiſh | 

Lets'go its enger graſp, and drops the world; 

And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 

At thought of thee '<—-and art thou abſent then? 

Lorenzo! no; tis berez—it is begun jw 

Already is begun the grand affize, 

In thee, in all: deputed conſcience feales | 

| The dread tribunal; and foreſtalls our doom ; 

Foreſtalls; and, by foreſtalling proves it ſure. 

| Why on hintſclf ould man void judgment paſs? 

u idle nature laughing at her ſons? 
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| (If men are wiſe) of human thought! nor leaſt, 


| Order o'er order rifing, blaze o'er blaze, 
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Who conſcience ſent, her ſentence will ſupport, 
And Gov above aſſert that God in man. 
Thrice happy they that enter now the court 


| Heav'n opens in their boſoms: but. bow rare, 


Ah me ' that magnanimity, how rare! 


What hero like the man who ſtands himſelf; 


Who dares to meet his naked heart alone; 


| Who hears, intrepid, the full charge it bringe, 


Reſolv'd to ſilence future murmurs there? 

The coward flies; and, flying, is undone. 

(Art thou a coward? no :) the coward flies; | 
| Thinks, but thinks lightly ; afks, but fears to know 


As, What is truth?” with Pilate; am retires; 


Diſſolves the court, and mingles with the throng ; 
Aſylum fad ! from reaſon. hope, and heav'n ! 
Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 


| For that great day, which was ordain'd for mant 


O day of conſummation ! mark ſupreme 


Or in the fight of angels, or their Kina! : 
| Angels, whoſe radiant circles, height o'er height, 


As in a theatre, ſurround this ſcene, 2 
| Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. W 
Angels look out for thee; for thee, their Loan. 
To vindicate his glory; and for thee, 4 
Creation univerſal calls aloud, 1 


To diſ- involve the moral world, and give 


* To nature's renovation brighter charms. . i 


thall man alone, who fate, who final fats, 
| Voz, II. B 


PR 
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Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought? 


I think of nothing elſe; | ſee! I feel it! 


All nattire, like an earthquake. trembling round 1 


All deities, like fummer's ſwarms. on wing! 
All baſking in the full meridian blaze! 

I ſee the Judge inthton'd! the flathing gow a! 
The volume open d! ofen'd every Heart! | 
A ſun-beain pointing out each ſecret thought} 
No patron ' iitetceſfor none ! now paſt 

The ſweet, the tleinent, mediatorial hout! 
For guilt oo plea! td pain, no pauſe! tio bound! 
Incxotible, all! 4nd all, extreme! 

Nor man lobe: the fot bf God adtid man, 
From hi Uirk deu, bläſpheminz Uiags his chain, 
And rears his bruken front, with thunder fcair'd ; 
Recelves hls Teiikelice, init bejids bl bel. 

An veghttife paſt, 40, feels tbundant Hack: 
Like mrteors in floh y, how tf 

His belefel Eyes! he curſes whom! be dredds ; 
And deems it the hit moment of is Fall. 


Tis piefeiit to wy theut ht! and yet where wt 


Angels can't tell. me; iizets Eandidt gueſs 

The period ; from titated beings lock'd 

In darkneſs. ut the proceſs, nd the place, 
Are leſs obſtoie : for thele may man inguire. 
Sav, thou great cloſe of human hopes und fears? 
Great key of hearts! great flnifher of fates! 


Art thoo in time, of in eternity f 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find ther. 


I Tere — 
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Great end! and feat beginning! ſay, whett art inen? | — 
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Theſe. as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 

(Monarchs of all-elaps'd, or unarriv'd') 

As in debate, how beſt their pow'rs ally'd, 

May ſwell the grandeur, or diſcharge the wrath, 

' Of He, whom both their monarchies obey. ; 
Time, this vaſt fabric for him built (and doom's: 


| With him te fall) now burſting o'er his head; 
His lamp, the ſun, extinguiſu d: from beneath 


The frown of hideous darkacſs, calls his fons- 


| From their long (lumber ; from earth 1 
| IO fp. barks 2d 


Nous d at one call, upſtarting from one bed, 


| Preſt in one croud, appall'd -wicth onp amaze, 


4 He turns them o er. eternity! to thee. 


| Then (as a king dep-$'d diſdains to live) 
| Who mprde:\1 all time's offipring, death, expires. 


Truz was! ETzaniTY now teigus alone 


Ax aul eternity! offended queen! 
iq | 4 
e | With kind intent, Goliciting aceeſs, 
| How often has ſhe Fnock'd at human hearts] 
— Rich to repay their hoſpitality, 

How often call'd! and with the voice of God! 


And her reſentment to mankind, how juſt! 


Fett bore repulſe, excluded as a cheat! 


A dream! while feuleſt foes found welcame there 
1 A dream, a cheat, „ 


276245 - 


For lo! her twice ten thoulqnd gates throws wide, 
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With banners, ſtreaming as the comet's blaze, 4 Th 
And clarions, louder than the deep in tors, 1 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, . To 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and powers, ILY 
Of light, of darkneſs: in a middle ficid, mo To 
Wide, as creation' populous, as wide! 1 pe 

A neutral region ! there to mark th' erent | 5 
Of that great drama, whoſe preceding ſcenes * 
Detaia d them cloſe ſpeRators, thro a length F< 
Of ages, rip'ning to this grand reſult; _ 10 
Ages, as yet unnumber d, but by God; He 
Who now, pronouncing ſentence, vindicates [ Th 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. | a. 
ETeaniTr, the various ſentence paſt, 3 
Aſſigns the ſever d throng diſtin abodes, 1 
Sulphureous, or ambroſial: what enſurs? | A 
The deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 1 as 
Which makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven. i = 
The goddeſs, with determin'd aſpect, turns Ce 
Her adamantine key's enormous ſeize 1 
Thro? deſtiny's inextricable wards, 1 Al 
Deep- driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 1 
Then, from the cryſtal battlements of heaven, 1 
Down, down, ſhe hurl; it thro' the dark profound. Co 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathom ; there to ruſt, Wm 
And ner unlock her reſolution more. | 'w 
The deep reſounds, and hell. thro' all her glooms, Pa 
Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 3 To 
O how unlike the chorus of the ſkies ! | as 


© how unlike thoſe ſhouts of joy, that ſhake 
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= The whole ethereal ! how the concave rings !. 


J Nor ſtrange! when deitics their voice exalt ;. 
Aud louder far, than when creation roſe, 


To ſee creation's godlike aim, and end, 


” Bo well accompliſh'd! fo divinely clos dl 


TY 


| To fee the mighty dramatits, laſt af 


| (45 meet) in glory riling o'er the reſt. 

No fancy'd God, a God. indeed, deſcends, 

Jo ſolve all knots; to ſtrike the moral home 
To throw full day on darkeſt ſcenes of time; 
To clear; commend, cxalt, and crown the whole. 


© Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praiſe, 


| The charm'd fpefiators thender their apphnate 4. 
And the vaſt void beyond, . 

| Waar TEEN AM 1 — 
CCC 

.| A-peeviſh, diſonant, rebellious firing, 

Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains ? 


Cenſure on thee, Lorenzo! I ſuſpend, 
| And turn it on myſclf; how greatly due! 


All, all is right! by God ordaia'd or done; 
And who, but God, reſum'd the friends he gave? 
Aud have I been complaining, then, ſo long? 
; Complaining of his favours. pain and death ? 
| Who, without paint advice, would c'er be gond? 
Who, without death, but would be good in vain? 
| Pain isto fave from pain ; all puniſhment, 
To make for peace; . 
Aud ſecond death, to guard immortal lift; 
B 3. 
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To rouſe the careleſs, the preſumptuous awe, 
And turn the tide of fouls another way; 

By the ſame tenderneſs divine ordain d. 


That planted Eden, and high bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endleſs, in the ſkies, 


Heaven gives us friends to bliſs the preſent ſcene 


Reſumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All evils natmal are moral goods; 

All diſcipline, Indulgence on the whole. 
None are unhappy; all have cauſe to ſmile, 
But ſuch as to themſelves that cauſe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains; 
Error, in act, or judgment, is the ſource 
Of endleſs ſighs: we fin, or we miſtake ; 
And nature tax, when falſe opinion ſtings. 

Let impious grief be baniſh'd, joy indulg d; 
But chiefly then, when grief puts in her claim. 
Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays, : 

Oft lives in vanity, and dies in woe. 

Joy, amidſt ills, corroborates, exalts; 

Tis joy, and conqueſt ; joy, and virtue too. 

A noble fortitude in ills delights | 
Heav'n, earth, ourſelves; tis duty, glory, peace. 
Afflicton is the good man's ſhining ſcene ; 
Proſperity conceals bis brighteſt ray; 

As night to ſtars, woe luſtre gives to man. 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the ſtorm, 

And virtue in calamities, admire. 

The crown of manhood is a winter joy; 

An ever green, that ſtands the northern blaſt, 


ar * 
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And bloſſoms in the rigour of our fate, 
'Tis a prime part of happineſs, to know 


| How much unhappineſs muſt prove our lot; 


A part which few poſſcſs! I'll pay life's tax, 

Without one rebel murmur, from this hour, 

Nor think it miſery to be a man; 

Who thinks it is, ſhall never be a god. 

Some ills we wiſh for, when we wiſh to lire. 
What ſpoke proud paſſion ?+ * Wiſh my being loſt!? 

Preſumptuous ! blaſphemous ! abſurd ! and falſe ! 

The triumph of my ſoul is, that I am; 

And therefore that ] may be—what? Lorenzo! 

Look inward, and look deep; and deeper till 

Unfathomably deep our treaſure runs 

In golden veins, thro” all eternity ! 

Ages, and ages, and ſucceeding till 

New ages, where this phantom of an hour, 


Which courts, each night, dull lumber, for repair, 


Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praiſe, 
And fly thro' infinite, and all unlock; 
And (if deſerv'd) by heav'n's redundant love, 


Made half-adorable itſelf, adore ; 


And' find, in adoration, endleſs joy ! 


| Where thou, not maſter of a moment here, 


Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale, 
May'ſt boaſt a whole eternity, enrich'd 

With all a kind omnipotence can pour. 

Since Adam fell no mortal, — d, 


| # Reflrring to the Giſt at. 
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Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ſhall, 
How kind is God, how great (if good) is man. 
No man too from heav'o * 
If what is hop d he labours to ſecure. 


Hils ?---there are none: all gracious! none from they. | 


From man full many! num'rous is the race 

Of blackeſt ills, and thoſe immortal too, 

Begot by madneſs on fair liberty ; 

Heav'n's daughter, hell-debauch'd ! her band alone 

Unlocks deſtruction to the ſons of men, 

Faſt bart d by thine ; high-wall'd with adamant, 

Guarded with terrors reaching to this world, 

And caver'd with the thunders of thy law; 

Whoſe threats are mercies, whoſe injunctions, guides, 

Aſſiſting, not reſtraining, reaſon's choice; 

From nature's courſe, indulgently reveal'd ; 

If unreveal'd, more dang'rous, nor leſs ſure. 

Thus, ao indulgent father warns his ſons, 

Do this; fly that —nor always tells the cauſe ? 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty to his will, 

A conduct needful to their own repoſe. | 
Great Gov of wonders! (if, thy love furvey'd, 

Aught elſe the name of wonderful retains) 

What rocks are theſe, on which to build our truſt? | 

Thy ways admit no blemiſh; none I find; 

Or this alone—* that none is to be found.” 

Not one, to ſoften cenſure s hardy crime; 

Not one, to palliate peeviſh grief's complaint, 

Who, like a dacmon, uf ring, from-the duſt, 
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þ Dares into judgment call her judge—ſoprene ! 
For all 1 bleſs thee ; moſt, for the ſevere 3 
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* Her death—my own at hand—the ficry gulph, 


That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! 


It thunders ;— but it thunders to preſerve; | 

It ſtrengthens what it ſtrikes; its wholeſome dread 

| Averts the dreaded pain: its hideous groans 

Join heaven's ſweet hallelujahs in thy praiſe, 

Great ſource of good alone, how kind in all! 

In vengeance kind! pain, death, gehenna, savr. 
Thus. in thy world material, mighty miad! 


| Not that alone which ſolaces, and ſhines, 


The rough, and gloomy, challenges our praiſe. 
The winter is as needful as the ſpring; 
The thunder, as the ſun; a ſtagnate maſs. 


+ Of vapours breeds a peſtilential air: 


Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze 
| To nature's health. than purify ing ſlorms 2 
The dread volcano miniſters to good. 


|} Its ſmother'd flames might urderm.ine the world. 


Loud Atnas fulm:nate in love to man; 
Comets good omens ate. when duly ſcann'd ; 
And, in their uſe, eclipſes learn to ſhine. 
Man is reſponſiole for ills recciv'sd ; 

| Thoſe we call wretched are a choſen band, 


| Compell'd to refuge in the right, for peace. 
Amid my liſt of bleſſings infinite, 


4 | Sands this the foremoſt, That my heart bas bled.* 


; 
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"Tis heav'n's laſt effort of good - ill to man: 
When pain can't bleſs, heav'n quits us in deſpair. 
Who fails to grieve. when juſt occaſion calls, 
Or grieves too much, deſcrves not to be awe. 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart: 
Reaſon abſolves the grief, hi h reaſon ends. 
May heav'n ne er truſt my friend with happincſi, 
Till it has taught him bow to bear it well, 
By previous pain; and made it ſafe to ſmile ! 
Such ſmiles are mine. and ſuch may they remain; 
Nor hazard their exſtinction, from ex«cls. 
My change of heart a change of ſtyle demands;. 
The conſolation cancels the complaint, 
And makes a convert of my guilty ſong. 


As when o er- labour d. and inclin'd to breathe, 


A panting traveller, ſome giſing ground, 
Some ſmall aſcent, has gain'd he turns him tovud. 
And meaſures with big ere the varigus vale, 

The fields. woods, meads, and rivers, he has paſt 
And, fatiate of his journey, thinks of bome, 
Endear'd by diſtance nor aſſectꝭ more toil ; 
Thus l, tho' fi ſmall, indeed, is that aſcent 

The muſe has gain'd review the paths ſhe trod ʒ 


_ . Various — beaten bot by few: 


And, conſcious of her prugence jo repoſe, 
Pauſe; and with pleaſure meditate an end, 
Tho' ſtill remote: fo fruit ſul is my theme. 
Theo' many a field of moral, and diving, 

The muſe has ſtray'd ; and much of ſorrow ſeen 
In human ways; and much of falſe and vain 3 


Nenr Tit in r. 2 
ich tote, who travel this bad road. cad miſs. 
O'er friends deceis'd full heartity ſhe wept ; 


Lot love divitic the wonders ſhe diſplay'd , 


Prov'd man immortal ; ſhew'd the ſource of joy 
The grand tribunal rait d; affign'd the bounds 

Of human grief : in few, to cloſe the whole, 

The moral muſe has ſhadow'd out a ſketch, 
Though nat in form, nor with a Raphatl-ftroke, 

ot moſt our weakneſs needs belicre, or do, 

1 this our Hand of travel, and of hope, 

For peace on earth, or proſpett of the Ikles. 

What then rermain- ?—much! ach? a mighty debt 


To be diſchart d: theſe thonghti, O night! are thidez 


From thee they kame, It Lovers E bret lighs, 
While others flept. $o, Cynthia (poets feign) 

In ſhadows veil'd, foft-fliding from her ſphere, 
Her ſhepherd chear u; of her enamour'd leſs, 
Than I of thes,—snd art 1566 Mm ustwwag, 
Beneath whoſe brow, aiid by whole aid, I ſing ? 
Immortal ſilence! where ſhall I begin ? 

Where end! or how ſteal tmufic from the ſphetes, 


{To ſwotk their goddeſs? 
| d majeffic Night! 


r dneeitor f Day's elder Borm! 

| fated to ſurvive the tianfient fon! 
a. and Immortals, ſeen vith ae! 
\ ſtarry crown thy raven brow a 


in azure zone thy Waiſt; clouds, in deen habe : 
Vrouzht through virictics of ſhape and — x 


| ample folds of Grapety mene, 


* 
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Thy flowing mantle form; and heav'n throughout, 

Voinminouſly pour thy pomp us train. 

Thy gloomy grandeurs (natwe's Moſt auguſt, 

Inſpiring aſpeR !) claim a g-ateful verſe ; 

And. like a fable curtain ſtarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o'er my labours paſt, ſhall clot the ſcene, 

And what, O man fo woithy to be ſung? 

What more prepares us fur the ſongs of heaven? 

Creation of a:changels is the theme | 

What, to be ſung, ſo necdful what fo well 

Celeſtial joys prepare us to ſuſtain ? 

The ſoul of man, 118 face dt ſign d to fee, 

Who gave theſe wonders to be ſeen by man, 

Has here a previous ſcene of. objects great, 

On which to dwell. to ſtretch to that «xpacſh 

Of thought, to riſe to that exalted height 

Of admitation, to contract that awe, 

And give her whole capacities that ſtrength, 

Which beſt moy qualify for final joy. 

| The more our ſpirits are inlarg'd on earth, + 

The deeper draught ſhall they receive of heav'n. 
Heav'n's mire ' whoſe face unveil d 

Redundant bliſs ! which fills that mighty void, I bil 

The whole creation lives in human hearts! 

Taov, who didſt touch the lip of Jciſe's fon, 


* 


| Rapt in feet contemplation of theſe fires, | 


And fet his harp in concert with the ſpheres! 
While of thy works material the ſupreme 

I dare attempt, affiſt my daring fong, 

| 3  incloſure, row the fan's 


+ 
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Contracted circle ſet my heart at large; 
Eliminate my ſpirit, give it range 
Through provinces of thought yet unexplor'd ; I 
Teach me, by this ſtupendous ſcaffolding, - 
Creation 3s golden ſteps, to climb to Taze. 

Teach me with art great nature to controul, 
Abd ſpread a luſtre o'er the ſhades of night. 
Feel I thy kind aſſcnt ? and ſhall the fn 

| Be ſeen at midnight, rifing in my ſong ? | 
. | Lorenzo ! come, and warm thee : thou, whoſe heart, 
Whoſe little heart is moor'd within a nook — — 


- | Of this obſcure terrcſtial, anchor weigh. 

Another ocean calls, a nobler port; 

In thy pilot. I thy proſp'rous gale. 

 Gainful thy voyage thro' yon azure main ; 

Main, without tempeſt. pirate, rock, or ſhore; 

- | And whence thou may'ſt import eternal wealth 
And leave to beggar'd minds the pearl and gold. 
Thy travels doſt thou boaſt o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou ſtranger to the world! thy tour begin z 


+ | Thy tour through Nature's univerſal orb. 


Nature delincates her whole chart at large, 
On ſoaring ſouls, that fail among the ſpheres ; 


+ | And man how purbliad, if unknown the whole! 


ER =, 
Come my * Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
-| Of falſe ambition, if vochain'd, we'll mounts 


. 10. 
ver. u. | 
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We'll. innocently. ſteal celeſtial fire, 
And kindle our devotion at the ſtars; | | 
A theft, that ſhall not chain, but ſet thee free, 
Above our atmoſphere's inteſtine wars, 

'Rain's fourtain head, the magazine of: hail ; 
Above the northern neſts of feather'd ſnows, 

The brew of thunders, and the fl. ming forge 

That forms the crooked lightning: *bove the caves 
Where infant-tempeſts wait their growing wings, 
Mud tune their tender voices to that roar. 

Which ſoon, perhaps, ſhall: ſhake a guilty world; 
Above miſconſtru d omens of the (ky, 
Far-travell'd comet 's calculated blaze. | 
'Elance thy thought, -and think of moncrthane nam. 
Thy ſoul, till now, contracted. wither'd, ſhrunk, 
Blighted by blaſts of carth's unwholeſome ay, 
Wil blefſom here; ſpreadd ull ber: faculties 
To theſe beight-ardors ;- ev'ry; pow'r-unfold, 

And rife: into ſubliities of. thought. 

Stars tench, us · well · as ſhine At aatvre's birth, 
Thus their tommiiſſon ran Be kind to man 
Where art thou poor benighted. traveller! 

The ſturs, will: light: the tho* ther moons ſhould fail, 
Whtrevert chou mere benighted!-more- aſtray ! 

In ways mmoeal ?: the ſtars call. thee back; 
And. if dbey d their-coundrl. ſet thee ripht. 

This preſpecd vuſt, what is it eig bd anighs, 
Tis natore's ſyfiem of divinity, 
And ev'ry ſtudent of the night inſpires. 

Ins elder ſeripture, wait by'Gep's:-own band: 


< 
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* authentie! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorct12o ! with my radius (the rich gift 


© Of thoaght noQuraal') Ill point out to thee 


| Its various leſſons, ſome that may ſurpriſe 
An un-adept in myſteries of night 

L':ile, perhaps, expected in her ſchool, 

Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ſtar, 
Bulls lions, ſcorpions, moaſters here we: feigen; 
Ourſclves more monſtrous, not'to-ſee what ' cre 
Exiſt indeed; a lecture to mankind. 

What read ue hero? —th* exiſtence ola Gon?! 
Yes; and of other beings, man above; | 
Natives of ether ſons of liigher climes ! 

And, what may move Lorenz's — 

Eternity is written in the ſkies 

And whoſe eternity? Lorenzo! thine; 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone, ; 

Virtue grows here; here ſprings the ſor'reign cars- 

Of almoſt cv'ry vice; but chiefly thine; 

Wrath pride, ambition, and impure deſire. 

Lorenzo! thou canſt wake at midnight too, 
Tho' not on morals bent: ambition, pleaſure! 
Thoſe tyrants I for thee ſo lately fought, ' 
Afﬀord their harraſs'd flaves but ſlender: reſt. 

Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon, 
And the ſun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day: 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, | 
Commencing one of our Antipodes! 


® Night the Eighth, . 
Ca. 
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In thy nocturnal rove. one moment halt, 
»Twixt ſtage and ſtage, of riot, and cabal; 

And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to litt, 

If bold to meet the face of injur d heav n) 

To yonder ſtars : for other ends they ſhine, 
Than to light tevcilers from ſhame to ſhame, 
And, thus, be made ac comp ice in guilt. 
Why from yon arch, that infinite of ſpace, 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete, 

Which ſet the living firmament on fire, 

At tbe firſt glance in ſuch an over a helm 

Of wonderful, on man's aſtoniſh d fight, 

Ruſhes Umnipotence ?— to curb our prides : 
Our reaſon rouſe, and kad it to that power, 
Whoſe love lets down theie ſilver chains of light; 
To diaw up man's am bition to himſelf, 
And bind our chaſte aſſections to his throne. 
Tl-us the three virtues, leſt alive on earth, 
And welcon.'d on heav'n's coaſt with moſt applauſe, 
An humble, pure, and heav'nly-minded heart, 
Are here infpir'd z=and canſt thou gaze too long ? 
Not ſtands thy wrath depriv'd of its reproof, 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each ſyſtem repreſent 

Kind neighbours; mutual amity prevails ; 

Sweet interchange of rays, receiv'd, return d: 
Eolight*ning, and enlighten d! all, at once, 
Attracting, and attraftcd! patriot-like, 
None fins againſt the welfare of the whole; 

| But their zeciprocal, * aid, 
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» | Aﬀords an emblem of millenaial love. 
- | Nothing in nature. much leſs conſcious being, 
Was e'cr created ſolely for itſelf : 
Thos maa his for'reign duty learns in this 
Material picture of benevolence, . 

And know, of all our ſupercilious race, 
Thou moſt inflanmable ! thou waſp of men! 
Man's angry heart, inſpected, would be found 
As rightly ſet, as are the ſtarry ſpheres; 
Tis nature's ſtructure. broke by ſtubborn will, 
| Breeds all that un-celeſtial diſcord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 
Canſt thou deſcend from converſe with the fkies, 
And ſeize thy brother's throat: —for what---a clod, 
An inch of earth? the planets cry, * Forbear. 
They chaſe our double darkneſs ; nature's gloom, | 
And (kinder ſtill!) our intellectual night. 

And ſee, day's amiable ſiſter ſends 
Her invitation, in the ſofteſt rays 
Of mitigated juſtice; courts thy fight, * 
Which ſuffers from her tyrant brother's blaze. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the ſkies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; 


Y | With gain, and joy, ſhe bribes thee to be wiſe. 


Night opes the nodleſt ſcenes, and ſheds an awe, 

Which gives thoſe venerable ſcenes full weight, 

And deep reception, in th intender'd heart; 

While light peeps thro' the darkneſs, like a ſpy; : 

And darkneſs ſhews its grandeur by the light, 

Vor is the profit greater than the joy, 
| Cc 3 


zo THE CONSOLATION: 

If human heart at glorious objects glow, 
And admiration can inſpire delight. 
| What ſpeak I more, than I, this moment, feel ? 
With pleaſing ſtupor firſt the ſoul is ſtruck = | 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly wiſe 1) 
Then into tranſport ſtarting from her trance, 
With love and admiration, how ſhe glows ! 
This gorgeous apparatus! this diſplay ! 
This oſtentation of creative power! 
This theatre what eye can take it in? 
By what divine inchantment was it rais'd, ; 
For minds of the firſt magnitude to launch 4 
In endleſs ſpeculation, and adore ? | 7 
One ſun by day, by night ten thouſand ſhines © 
And light us deep into the Drirr; — 
How boundleſs in magnificence and might! 4 
O what a confluence of ethereal fires, — 
From urns un- number d, down the ſteep of bean, 
Streams to a point, and centres in my ſight! = | 
Nor tarries there; I feel it at my heart. 


My heart, at once, it humblcs, and exalts; 
Lays it in duſt, and calls it to the ſkies, 
Who ſees it unexalted ? or unaw'd? 
Who ſees it, and can ſtop at what is ſeen ? 
Material offspring of Omanipotence! 
Inanimate, all-animating birth! 


Work worthy him who made it! worthy praiſe! _ 

All praiſe! praiſe more than human! nor deny d 
Thy praiſe divine! But tho' man, drown'd in len 
With-bolds his homage, | not alone l wake; Oe 
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Bright legions ſwarm unſeen, and ſintz, unheard 
By mortal ear, the glorious architect, | 
? Flo this bis univerſal temple hung 
wich luſtres, with innumerable lights, 
'F That ſhed religion on the foul; at once, 
I The temple, and the preacher! O how loud 
In alls devotion! genuine growth of night! 
Devotion! daughter of, Aſtronomy ! 
I An undevout aſtronomer is mad. 
"| True; all things ſpeak a Gow; but in the ſmall, 
Men trace out him; in great he ſeizes man; 
'Þ Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
with new inquiries, mid aſſociates new. 
Tell me, ye ſtars! ye planets! tell me, all 
e ſtarr'd, and planeted, inhabitants! what an? 
wir are theſe ſons of wonder? Say, proud arch! 
'| (Within whoſe azure palaces they dwell) 
, * F Built with divine ambition! in diſdain 
- | Of limit built! built in the taſte of heaven! 
" | Vaſt concave! ample dome! waſt thou deſigu d 
- | A meet apartment for the Deity! ——- 
Not fo; that thought alone thy ſtate impairs, 
Thy lofty ſinks, and ſhallows thy profound, 
And ſtreightens thy diffuſive; dwarfs the whole, 
And makes an univerſe an orrery. | 
| But when I drop mine eye, and look on man, 
Thy right regain'd, thy grandeur is reſtor'd, 
| © nature! wide flies off th expanding round. 
<p As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd, 
| The fnitten als is hollow'd by the blow; 
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| The vaſt diſploſion diſſipates the clouds: 

Shock d cther's billows daſh the diſtant ſkies; = 

Thus (but far more) th expanding round flics off, jy 

And leaves a mighty void, a ſpacious womb, | Bom | 

Might teem with new ercation ; re-inflam'd. 

Thy luminaries triumph, and aſſume . More « 

Divinity themſclres. Nor was it ſtrange, | 

Matter high-wrought to ſuchgurpriſing pomp, 

Such godlike glory, ſtole the ſtyle of gods, 

Fram ages dark, obtuſe, and ſteep'd in ſenſe 3 

For, ſure,. to ſeaſe, they truly are divine, 

And half-abſolr'd idolatry from guilt ; 

Nay, turn'd it into virtue. Such it was 

In thoſe, who put forth all they had of man 

Valoſt, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher; 

But, weak of wing, on planets perch'd ; and thouzht 

What was their higheſt, muſt be their ador'd. | 
But they how weak, who could no higher mount? 

And are there, then, Lorenzo? thoſe, to whom 

Unſcen, and vnexiftent, are the ſame ? 

And if incomprehenſible is join d, 

Who dare pronounce it madneſs, to believe? 

Why has the mighty Bur pen thrown aſide 

All meaſure in his work; ſtretch'd ont his line 

So far, and ſpread amzzement o'er the whole? 

Then (us he took delight in wide extremes,) | 

Deep in the boſom of his univerſe, . 

Dropt down that reas'nieg mite, 1 

To crawl and gaze, and wonder at the ſcene? 


That man night ne er preſume to plead amazement 


0 
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diſdclief of wonders in himſelf. 
tall Gop be lefs miraculous, than u hat 
i. hand has form d? hall myſteries deſcend 
res werte: things more elevate, 


Ide more familiar? uncreated lie 


More abvious than created. to the graſp. 


J0f. human thought? the more of wonderful 


þ heard in him, the mort we ſhould aſſent. 


I Could we conceive him, Gon he could not be; 
Jor he not Gop. or we could not be men. 


4 Gon alone can comprchend.a God; 


 $ Mans diſtance how immenic! on ſuch a theme, 


Know this, Lorenzo! (ſeem it ne er fo ſtrange). 


{ Kothing can ſatisfy, but what confounds; 


Kothing, but what aſtoniſhes, is truc.. 


* | The dene thou ferſt, atteſts the truth 1 Fog, 
{4 And ev ry ſtar ſheds light upon thy creed. 
F Theſe ſtars, this furniture. this coſt of heav'n, 


If but reported, thou hadſt ne er believ d; 


{| But: thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. 


I The grand of nature is th'Almighty's oath, 


la reaſon's-court. to filence unbelief. 
Ho my mind, op*ning at this ſcene, imbibes 


The moral emanatiens of the ſkies, 


While nought perhaps, Lorenzo leſs admires? 


Has the great ſov'reiga ſcnt ten thouſand worlds 


| | To tell ys; be refides above them all, 
In glory's unapproachable receſs? 


And dare earth's bold inbabitants deny 
The ſumptuous, the magnific embaſſy 


1 
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A moment's audience? turn we nor will h. ar 


From whom they come, or what they would impart: : 


For man's emolument ſole caoſe that ſto · ps 
Their grandcur to man's eye Lorenzo? rouſe: 
Let thought, awaken d, take the light'ning's wing, 
And glance from caſt to welt, from pole to pole. 
Who ſees, but is- confounded. or con vine d? 
RNenounces reaſon. or a Gon adores ? | 
Mankind was fent into the world to ſee: 

Sizht gives the ſciegce needful to thrir peace: 
That obvious ſcience aſks ſmall learning's aid. 
Wouldſt»thos on Metaphyſic pinions ſoar ? 

Or travel hiſtory's enormous wound . 
Nature no ſuch hard taſł enjoins: ſhe gave 
A make to man directise of lis thought; 

A make ſet upright; pointing wo the ſtart, 

As who ſtiould ſay, * read thy chief leſſon there 
Tao late to read this manuſcript! of heaven, 


When, like v parchment- ſorull, ſhrunk up by mes, | 


It folds Lovenao's leſſon. from his · 6ghr 
Leſſon how varivus! not the Gon alone, 

I ſee his miniſters; | ſee. diſſus d 

In radiant orders. effences ſublime, 

Of various offiecs. of various plume, . 

In heav'nly lirerics, diſtinctiy clad, 

Azure. green, purple pearl, or downy' gold; 


Or all commix' d; they ſtand; with wings out ſpread, 


Liſt ning to catch the maſter's leaſt command, 


. 
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; Nembers innumerable! well. conceiv'd - 
4. {| By Pagan, and by Chriſtian! o'er each ſphere | 
# Prefides an angel, to direct its courſe, 
F And-fecd, or fan, its flames; or to diſcharge 
Other high truſts unknown. For who can fre 
Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind, 
For which alone inanimate wavmade, 
More ſparingly: diſpens'd ? that nobler fon, 
I Far liker:- the great Sunn! — tis thus the ſe 
Inform us of ſuperiors numberleſs 
- | As much, in cxcellener, ;above: mankind, 8 
- | As above earth, in magnitude, the fphcres. 5 
F Theſe, as a cloud of witnelks,. hang a cr 8 | 
In a throng' d theatre are: ul · aur: deeds : 
Perhaps. a thouſand demi - od defcend = 
On ex ry beam e fee /20:walk with-mes. 
As ful reflection i: ſtrang reftraint. from il 
Yet, here, our virtue ud full: ſtromger. aid 
: | From theſe cobereal glogies ſadſe @arveys. 
y || Something, like-wagic, Nirikes foam inis / blue t ; 
With juſt atteavioni is it-wiew'd ?:.wedecl 
A ſudden: Gaceenr ler d. untbeught ; 
Nature herſulſ dees half tbe: work. of: nan 
Seas, rivers, mountains. ſortiſts ad farts, cocks, 
The promontery'srhcight, the deptheponſound | 
Of ſubgerrancan, -cucanated rgvots, 
Black-browd,; and nau high. add yawning aide 
„ Frommatme's ſimifture.-or:the Dot ie; 
Ik ample of dimenſion. vuſt of fee, 


1 Ev'n theſe am. aggraudizing. iwpullegire ; 
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Oi tolemny thought. enthuſi⸗ſtie heights 

Ev'n thefe iafuie. gut what of vaſt in theſe? 
Nothing. —or we muſt own the ſkies forgot 
Much leſs in art. vain art ! thou pigmy power 
N doſt thou ſwell, and ſtrut, with human pride, 
To ihew thy littleneſs ! what childiſh toys, 
Thy watry columns fquirted to the clouds! 
Thy baſon'd rivers, and imprifon'd fcas! 
Thy amentains moulded into forms of men? 
Thy hu: dred- gated capitals or tboſe | 
Where three days travel left us much to ridez 
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought, 1 
Arches triumphal, -theatres immenſe, 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid air?! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods half-way ! | 
Jet theſe aſſcct us in no common kind. 7:2" 
| What then the force of ſuch ſuperior ſcenes? | 

Enter n temple. it will ſtrike an awe: 

What awe from this the Dzrty has built ? 

A good man ſeen, tho' filent, counſel gives: 
The touch d ſpectator wiſhes'to be wic: 
In a bright mirror his own hands have made, 
Hcre we fre ſomething like the face of God. 
Scems t not then enough, to fay Lorenzo! 
To man abandon'd, * haſt thou ſeen the flies? 
And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind deſign 
By daring man, he makes her facred awe 
(chat guard from ill) his Qelter, his temptation 
To more than common guilt and quite inverts 
Celeſtial arts intent. 1 he trembling lars 
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| Ree times gigantic, ſtalking through the gloom 
| With front ere, that hide their head by day, 
| And making night till darker by their deeds. 
Lf Shbmb'ring in cohvert, till the ſhades deſcend, 
& | Rapinc and murder, link'd, now prowl for prey. © 
The miſer earths his treaſure; and the thief, . 
Watching the mole, -halſ-beggars him e er morn. 
| Now plots, and foul conſpiracies, awake: — 
| And, wvuffling up their horrors from the moon, 
Havock and devaſtation they prepare. 
| And-kingdoms tott ring in the field of blood. 
IN. ſons of riot in mid revel rage. | 
What ſhall I do ?—ſuppreſs it? or proclaim ?— 
Why fleeps the thunder! now, Lorenzo! now, 
His beſt friend's couch the rank adulterer ; 
_- þ Afcends ſecure; and laughs at gods and men.” 
{| Prepoſt'rous madmen, void of fear or ſhave, 
Lay their crimes bare to theſe chaſte eyes of heaven; 
| Yet brink, and ſhudder, at a mortal's fight. 
To guide yet ſcreen them, with tenebrious light? 
- | No: they were made to faſhion the iublime 
| Of human hearts, and wiſer make the wiſe. 5 
Thoſe ends were anfwer d once; when mortals liv'd 
of ſtronger wing, of aquiline aſcent 
In theory ſublime. O how unlike 
5 Thoſe vermin of the night, this moment ſung, 
, | Whocrawl on earth, and on her venom feed! 
| Thoſe ancient ſages, human tars! they met ; 
| Their brothers of the ſkies, at midnight hour t 
Vor. II. = D . 


ft THE CONSOLATION! 


Their counſel afk'd ; and, what they aſk'd, obey d. 


The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poiſon'd bowl, and he of Tuſculum, 


With him of Corduba (immortal names) 


In theſe unbounded, and Elyſian walks, 

An ares fit for gods and godlike men, 

They took their nightly round, thro' radiant paths 
By ſeraphs trod; inſtructed, chiefly, thus, 

To tread in their bright footſteps here below z 
To walk in worth till brighter than the ſkies. 
There, they cootrafted their contempt of carthz | 
Of hopes eternal kindled, there, the fire; — 
There as in near approach they glow d. and grew 


(Great viſitants!) more intimate with Gd. 


More worth to men more joyous to themſelves, 
Thro' various virtues, they, with ardor, ran 
The Zodiac of their learn'd, illuſtrious lires. 


Los, 


- =.” 


In Chriſtian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal! ' 


A needful, but opprobrious pray'r! as much 

Our ardor leſs, as greater is our light. 

How: monſtrous this in morals! ſcarce more frogs 

Would this phaenomenon in nature ſtrike. : 

A ſun, that froze. us. or a. ſtar, that warm'd. ) 
i What taught theſe heroes of the moral world? 

To theſe thou giv'ſt thy praiſe, give credit too. 


Theſe doctors ne er were penſion d to deceive thee z + | 


And Pagan tntors are thy taſte, — They tavght, 4 
That, narrow views betray to miſery: | I 
That, wiſe it is to comprehend the whole: 
That, vistue rote from nature, ponger'd well, 
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The ſingle baſe of virtue built to heav'n: 

That, God. and nature, our attention claims 

That, nature is the glaſs reflefting God, 

As, by the fea, reflected is the ſun, 

Tos glorious to be gaz'd on in his ſphere: 

That, mind immortal loves immortal aims: 

That. boundleſs mind aſfects a boundleſs ſpace: © 

That. vaſt ſurveys, and the ſublime of things, 

The ſoul aſſi milate, and make her great: 

That, therefore, heav 'n her glories; as a fund 

Of inſpiration, that ſpreads out to man. | 

Such are their doctrines; ſuch the night inſpir d. 
And what more true! what truth of greatcr weight? 


| The ſoul of man was made to walk the ſkies; 


Delightful outlet of her priſon here! 
There, diſineumber d from her chains, the tics 
Of toys terreſtrial, ſhe can rove at large; 


There, freely can reſpire, dilate, extend, 


In full proportion let looſe all her pour; 


Þ And, undeluded, graſp at ſomething great. 


* * * „ # OY — — 


Nor, as a ſtranger, does ſhe wander there; 


| But, wonderful herſelf, thro' wonder ſtrays; 


Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own 2: 
Dives deep in their oeconomy divine, 
Sits high in judgment on their various laws, 


And. like a maſter, judges not amiſs. 


Hence · greatly pleas d, and juſtly proud, the ſoul 
Grows conſcious of her birth celeſtial ; breathes 
More life more vigour, in her native air; 


1 . 
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And, feeling, emulates her country's praiſe. 


What call we, then, the firmament, Lorenzo ?p: 
As car h the body, ſince, the ſkies ſuſtain 
The foul with food, that gives immortal life, 


Call it, the noble paſture of the mind; 


Which there cxpatiates, ſtrengthens, and exults, 
And riots thro' the luxuries of thought. | 


Cad it the garden of the Deity, 


Bloſom'd with ſtars, redundant in the growth. 
Of fruit abr ſial: moral fruit to man. 
Call it, the breaſt-plate of the true high-prieſt; 


, Ardent with gems oracular, that give, 


Iy paints of higheſt moment, right reſponſe; 
And ill neglected. if we prize our peace. 

Thus, have we found a true aſtologyz. 
Thus have we found a new, and noble ſenſe, 
In which alone ſtars govern buman tates. 

O that the ſtars (as ſome have feign'd) let fall 
Bloodſhed, and havock, on embattled realms, 
And reſcu'd monarchs from fo black a guilt! 
Bourbon; this wiſh how generous in a for ! | 
Wouldſt thou be great. wouldſt thou become a god, 
And ſtick thy deathleſs name among the ſtars, 
For mighty conqueſts on a needle's point? 
Inſtead of forging chains for foreigners, 

Baſtile thy tutor: grandeur all thy aim? 


As yet thou know'ſt not what it is: how great, 
| How glorious, then, appears the mind of man, 


When in it all the ſtars, and planets, roll! 
And what it ſeems, it is: great Objects make 
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J deen minds enlarging as their views enlarge ; 


Thoſe till more godlike, as theſe more divine 


© 


And more divine than theſe, thou canſt not ſee. 


Dazzied, o'crpow'r'd, with the delicious draught 
Of miſcellancous ſplendors, how i reel 


From thought to thought, inebriate, without end! 
An Eden, this! a paradiſe unloſt! | 


I meet the Deity in cv'ry view, 

And tremble at my nakedneſs before him! 

o that I could but reach the tree of liſe! 

For here it grows unguarded for our taſte ;- 

No flaming ſword denies our enterance here; 

Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 
Lorenzo! much of moral haſt thou ſeen. 

Of curious arts art thou more fond. then mark 

The mathematic glories of the ſkies, 

la number, weight, and meaſure, all ordain'd. . 

Lorenzo's boaſted builders chance, and fate, 

Are left to finiſh her a&rial towers; 


4 Wiſdom. and choice, their well known characters 


if 


Here deep. impreſs; and claim it for their own. 
Tho”. ſplendid all, no ſplendor void of uſc ; 

Uſe rivals beauty: art contends with pow'r; 
No wanton waſte, amid effuſe expence; 

The great Occonomiſt adjuſting all 

To prudent pomp. magnificently wiſe, 

How rich the proſpect and for ever new! 

And neweſt to the man that views it moſt ; 
For newer ill in infinite ſucceeds. | 


4 Then, Uſe abril racers, O bow ben! 
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How the ſhaft loiters from the ſtrongeſt ſtring ! 


Spirit alone can diſtance the cateer. 


Orb above orb aſcendiog without end! 
Circle in circle, without end. inclos'd! 
Wheel within wheel, Ezckicl! like to thine ! 


Like thine, it ſcems a viſion, or a dream; 


Tho? ſeen, we labour to believe it true ! 


What involution ! what extent ! what ſourms 
Of worlds, that laugh at earth! immeuſely great! 
| Immenſely diſtant from each other's ſpheres ! 


What then, the wond”rous ſpace thro' which they t 

At once it quite ingulphs all human thought; 

' ſis comprehenſion's abſolute defeat. 8 
Nor think thou ſeeſt a wild diſotder here; 

Thro this illuſtrious. chaos to tl. fight, 

Arrangement neat, and chaſteſt order, reign. 

The path preſcrid'd, inviolably kept, 

Upbraids the lawleſs fallics of mankind, 

Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere; 


What knots are ty'd ! how ſoon are they diflolv'd, 


And ſet the ſcemintz marry'd planets fice! 
They rove for ever, without error rove z 
Confuſipa unconfus d! nor I: fs admire 


This tumult untumultuous; all on wing ! 
In motion, all! yet what profound repoſe! : 
What fervid action, yet no noiſe! as aw'd "i 


To lilence, by the preſence of their Load ; 


Or huſu d, by his command, in love to man, 


Aud bid let f. Il foft beams on human reſt, 


5 Rſticſs them luci. On yen cocrulean plain, 
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In exultation to their God, and thine, 
They dance, they ſing eternal jubilce, 
Eternal celebration of his praiſe. 
But, ſince their ſong arrives not at our ear, 
Their dance perplex'd exhibits to the ſight 
Fair hicroglyphic of his peerleſ power. | 
Mark, how the labyrinthian turns they take, 
The circles intricate, and myſtic maze, 
Weave the grand cypher of Omnipotence ;- 
To gods, how great! how legible to man! 
Leaves ſo muck wonder, greater wonder ſtill? 


2 Where are the pillars that ſupport the ſkies ? 


What more than Atlantean ſhoulder props 

Th' incumbent load ? what magic, what ſtrange art, 
In fluid air theſe pond'rous ot bs ſuſtains? 

Who would not think them hung in golden chains? | 
And ſo they are; in the high will of heav'n, 


Which fixes all; makes adamant of air, 


Or air of adamant; makes all of noutht, 
Or nought of all; if ſuch the dread decree. 
Imagine from their deep foundations torn 
The moſt gigantic ſons of cartb, the broad 
And tow' intz Alps, all toſt into the ſea; 
And, light as down, or volatile as air, 
Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves, 
In time, and meaſure, exquiſite; while all 
The winds, in emulation of the ſpheres, 
Tune their ſonorous inſtruments aloft ; 
The concert ſwell, und animate the ball. 


Vould this appear ming? What hen, wa. 
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In a far thinner element ſuſtain d, 

And acting the ſame part, with greater ſkill, 
More rapid movement, and for nobleſt ends? 

More obvious ends to paſs, are not theſe ſtars - 

The ſeats majeſtic, proud imperial thrones, - 
On which angelic delegates of heaven, 

At certain periods, as the for'reign nods, 

Diſcharge high truſts of vengeance, or of love: 
To cloathe, in outward grandeur, grand delign,, 
And acts moſt folemn ſtill more folemnize ? 1 

Ye citiaens of air! what ardent thanks, [4 

What full effuſion of the grateful heart, 

Is due from man indulg'd in ſuch a ſight ! 

A fight fo noble! and a fight fo kind! 

It drops new truths at ev'ry new ſurvey !' 

Feels not Lorenzo ſomething ſtir within, 

That ſweeps away all periods? As theſe ſpheres | 
Meaſure duration, they no leſs inſpire | 1 
The godlike hope oſ ages without end. 3 
The boundleſs ſpace, thro which theſe rovers take 
Their .reſtleſs roam, ſuggeſts the ſiſter-thovght _ 
Of boundleſs time. Thus, by kind nature's ikill, . 
To man un-labour'd, that important gueſt, 
Eternity, finds entrance at the fightz 

Or theſe his deſtin'd midnight counſellors, £4 
The ſtars had never whiſper'd it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne'er inſults, her ſons. 
Could ſhe then kindle the moſt ardent wiſh 

To Glopyoint & {—that is blaſphemy, 
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+ Thus, of thy creed a ſecond article, 
| Momentous, as th' exiſtence of a God, _ 
uu found (as I conceive) where rarely ſought; ; 
And thou may ſt read. thy ſoul immortal, here. 
Here, then, Lorenzo ! on theſe glories dwell; 
Nor want the gilt, iVPuminated. roof, 
I That calls the wretched gay to dark delizhts.. 
| Aafcmblics?—this i one diviacly bright ; 
|} Brre, unrendanger d in health, wealth, or fame, 
|} Range thro? the faireſt; and the Sultan ſcorn. 
|} He, wiſe as thou. no creſcent holds fo fair, 
As that which on his turbant awes a world; 
And thinks tbe moon is proud to copy him | 
A mind. ſuperior to the charms of power. 
3 Thou mufficd in deluſions of this life ! 
|} Can yonder moon turn ocean in his bed, 
Nom fide to fide, in (conſtant ebb, and flow,. 
| And purify from ſtench his wat'ry realms? 
And fails her moral influence wants ſhe power 
| To tyrn Lorenzo's ſtubborn tide of thought 
From ſtagnating on earth's infected ſhore, 
| |} And purge from nuiſance his corrupted heart? 
| Fails her attraction when it draws to heav'n? 
| Nay, and to what thou valu'ſt more, carth's joy ? 
I Minds elevate, and panting for unſeen, 
Aud defecate from ſenſe, alone obtain 
Full reliſh of exiſtence un-deflower'd, 
The life of life, the zeſt of worldly bliſs. 
| Alclſc on earth amounts—to what? to this t 
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had to be ſuffer'd; bleflings to be left :* 
Earth's richeſt inventory boaſts no more. 

Of higher ſcenes be, then, the call obey d, 
O let me gaze !—of gazing there's no end. 


Oh let me think i thouzht too is wilder d here; 


In mid-way flight imagination tire 

Tet ſoon re-prunes her wing to ſoar anew, 
Her point unable to forbear, or gain; 

So great the pleaſure ſo profound the plan 

A banquet this, where men. and angels. meek; + 
Eat the ſame manna. mingle earth, and 

How diſtant ſome of theſe nocturnal ſuns 
80 diſtant (fays the ſage.) 'twere not abſard © 
To doubt, if beams, ſet out at nature's birth, 
Are yet arrir'd at this fo foreign world; 
Tho' nothing half fo rapid as their flight. 
An eye of awe and wonder let me roll 

And roll for ever: who can fatiate fight” 

In ſuch a ſcene? in ſuch an ocean wide 


Of deep aſtoniſhment? where depth, height, breath, 
Are loſt in in their extremes; and where to count 


The thick-ſown glories in this field of fire, 
Perhaps a ſeraph's computation fails. 
Now go, ambition ! boaſt thy boundleſs might, ' 
In conqueſt o'er the tenth part of a grain. 
And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, 
To give his tott'ring faith a ſolid baſe. 
Why call for lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no. novice in theology ; 
What is a miracle ? 8 


* 
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"I Tis an- implicit ſatire, on mankind ; 
aud while it fatisfics, it cenfures too. 
| — gent nateve's coach gractulms. 
4 Diity : when mankind falls aſleep, | 

4} Amiracle is ſeat, as an alarm, 
'b - 'þ To Gake the world, and prove him o'er again, 
{] Jy recent argument, but not more ſtrong. 
n, which imports more plenitude of power, 
3 Or nature's laws to fix, or to repeal? 
pp countermand his orders, and ſend back 
me flaming courier to the frighted eaſt, 
Aud, and aſlonilh'd, at his ev'ning ray ? 
o did the moon, as with her journey tir d, 
I Ajalen's ſoft, flow'ry vale repoſe? _ 
I Great things are theſe ; ſtill greater to create. 
From Adam's bow'r look down thro' the whole train 
ot miracles ;——refiſtleſs is their pow'r? 5 
They do not, cannot, more amaze the mind, 
| Than this, call'd unmiraenlous furvey, 

1 duly weigh'd, if rationally ſeen, 
. '3 if fecn with human eyes. The brute, indeed, 

bees nought but ſpangles here; the fool, no more. 
Ii bayſt thou, the courſe of nature governs all?* 

me courſe of nature is the art of God. 
Ie miracles thou call'ſt for, this atteſt; 

Fer gay. could nature nature's courſe controul? 
I But, miracles apart, who fees mie not, 

1] Niture's controuler, author. guide, and end? - 
* * 
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But ruſt inquire—* What hand behind the ſcene, 


* What arm almighty, put theſe wheelig globes ; 
© In motion, and wound up the-vaſt machine? - 
© Who rounded in his palm theſe ſpacious orbs? - 
* Who bowl'd them flaming thro' the dark profound, | 
* Nu"rons as glitt ring gems of morning-dew, 
* Or ſparks from populous cities in a blaze, 

* ANT eee CES 


FPeopled her defart, and made horror ſmile? * 


Or. it the military ſtyle delights thee, 


{For ſtars have fought their battles. leagu'd with mind 


Who marihals this bright hoſt? enrolls their names? 
_ © Appoints their poſt, their marches. and returns, - 
punctual, at ſtated periods : who diſbands 

© Theſe vet ran troops, their final duty done. 

* If e er diſbanded : Ha whoſe potent word, 
Like the loud trumpet, ly d firſt their pow'rs + 
Of night's inglorious empite. where they ſlept 
In beds of darkneſs: arm d them with fierce flames, 


2 


 Arrang'd. and diſciplin d. and cloath'd in gold 


And call'd them out of chaos to the field. 
Where now they war with vice and unbelief. 
O let us Join this army! joining theſe, 
Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour, 


When brighter flames ſhall cut a darker night; - 


When theſe ſtrong demonſtrations of a God 


+ Shall hide their beads, or tumble from their ſpherey, 


And one eternal curtain cover all! 
Struck at that thought, as new-awak'd. 1 lift 
2 — eye, 232 
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| To man ſtill more propitious , and their aid 
(cb guiltleſs of idolatry) implore; 
'1 Nor longer rob them of their rata name. 
o ye dividers of my time! ye bright | 
| ann diſtin ey al 
| | Tho man been it not, hands good againſt him; 
+ | Since you, and years, roll on, tho man ſtands fill; 
I Teach me my days to number, nd apply - 
=} | (My trembling heart to wiſdom-z n · beyond p 
es! All ſhadow of excuſe for fooling on. 
I Age ſoothe our path to prodence; e. ade 
© } The ſnares, keen appetite, and paſſion, ſpread | 
| To catch tray ſouls; and woe to that grey head, 
Whoſe folly would undo, what age has done! 
Aid, then, aid, all ye ſtars !——much rather, Tuov, 
+ |} Great AnT1ST! Thou, whoſe finger ſet aright 
„ | This exquiſite machine, with all its wheels. 
Life's rapid, and irrevocable flight, 
Wich ſuch an index fair, as none can miſs, 
Who lifts an eye, nor flceps till it is clos'd, 
Open mine eye, dread Drrrr! to read 
The tacit doctrine of thy works; to ſee 
| Things as they are, unalter'd thro' the glaſs 
rep, | Of worldly wiſhes. Time, eternity! 
| Tris theſe, aged. rein all mankind) 
det them before me ; let me lay them both i 
's equal l. and learn their rarious welght. 
Vor, II. E 
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Let time appear = moment, as It is; 

And let eternity's full orb. at once, 

W. T. 1 or mare then den te now ? 
' Gant on creition's model in thy breaſt ; 
Unveil'd, nor wonder at the tranſcript mote ? | 
When this vile, foreign. duſt, which ſmorhers all | 
That travel earth's deep vale, ſhall 1 fake off 
When ſhall my foul her incatnation quit, 
And, re-adopted to thy bleſt embrace, 
Obtain her apotheofis in Tur! | LY 
Doſt think. Lorenzo! this is wand'thg wide? il 
No, tis dtrectiy ſtriking at the mark ; 
To wake thy did devot * was my point; 

And how 1 blefs.vight's conſerrating ſhades, 

Which to 4 temple turn an ufiverſs; 

Fills us with ertzt Mas, full of heaven, 
And aritidete the peffiletithl earth! 2 Ill 

In ev'ry ſtorm, chat either frown, or falls, 1 
What an aft has the ſoul in pray v! = 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray! 

And what 1 Gh muft dell in ſuch 4 fer? 
O what a tens müſt inform the fades! 

And is Lorenzo falamander hrart 

Cold, and untriich'd; Md theſe ſacted fires ? © 
| o ve n-&Qtdrnil parks ye zwang emden, | 

On heav'n's broad haartA-whry burn; of burn no cot, | 

Who blaze, or Ge, xs Freut Jraovan's breath ' 
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Or blows you, or forbears ; aſſiſt my ſong ; 


: | Pour your whole influence; exorciſe his heart, 


And is Lorenzo a demurrer ſtill? ö 
Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteſt 
Truths, which, conteſted, put thy parts to ſhame. 


Ver ſhame they more Lorenzo's bead than heart; 


A faithleſs heart, how deſpicably ſmall! _ 
Too ſtreight, aught great, or zen rous to receive 


- | Filld with an atom! fill'd, and foul'd, with ſelf} 


ad. 4 


And ſelf-miſtaken ! ſelf, that laſts an hour! 


| Iaſtints and paſſions, of the nobler kind, 


Lie ſuffocated there; ar they alone, 

Reaſon apart, would wake high hape; and open, 
To raviſh'd thooght, that intellectual ſphere, | 
Where order, wiſdom, goodneſy, providence, 5 
Their endleſs miracles of love diſplay, 
And promiſe all the truly great defire. 

The mind that would be happy, muſt be great 
Great, in its wiſhes ; great, in its ſurveys. 
Extended views a narrow mind extend; 


| Palh out its corrugate, expanſive make, 


Which, cre long, more than planets hal embrace. | 


al A man of compaſs makes a man of worth; 


Divine contemplate, and become divine. 


| All littleneſs is in approach to woe; br” 


Open thy, baſom, ſet thy wiſhes wide, 

And let in manhood; let in happineſs ; 

Admit the boundleſs theatre of thought 
= 


* 
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From nothing, up to Gor; which makes a man. 
Take Gud from nature, nothing great is left: 
Man's mind is in « pit, and nothing ſees; 1 
Man's heart is in the jakes, and loves the mire; + 
Emerge from thy profound; erc thine eye; 
See thy diſtreſi how cloſe art thou beſiet d ; 
Beſieg d by nature, thy proud ſceptic's foe! = 
Jaclos'd by theſe innumerable worlds, 
Sparkling conviQtion on the darkeſt mind, 1 
As in a golden net of Providence, 4 
How art thou caught, fure captive of belief! Y 
From this thy bleſt captivity, what art, 5 
What blaſphemy to reaſon, iets thee free ! k 
This ſcene is hcav'n's indulgent violence: 
Canſt thou bear up againſt this tide of glory ? © 
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What is earth boſom'd in theſe ambient orbs, | 

But, faith in Gon impos'd, and preſs'd' on man? 

Dar'ſt thou ſtill litigate thy deſp'rate cauſe, * 

Spite of theſe num'rous, awful witneſſes, 

And doubt the depoſition of the ſkies ? 

O how laborious is thy way to ruin ! 
Laborious ? tis impractit able quite z 

To fink beyond a doubt in this debate, 

With all his weight of wiſdom, and of will, 

And crime flagitious, I defy a fool, 

Some wiſh they did; but no man diſbelieres. 


God is a ſpirit; ſpirit cannot ſtrike | a. 
Theſe groſs, material orzans; Gop by man '8 * By 
As much is ſeen, as man a Gon can ſee, -*2. & 


In theſe aſtonithing exploits of power. II 
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What orider, beauty, motion; diſtance, fize! 
Concertion of deſign, how exquiſite! 5 
How complicate, in their divine police 
Apt means ! great end und; 
Fach attribute of theſe material gods, 
6 long (and that with ſpecious pleas) ador d, 
Aﬀep'rate conqueſt gains o'er rebel thought; 
And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. 
Lorenzo ! this may ſcem barangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt to ſeem, that thwarts our will. 
And doſt thou, then, demand a ſimple proof, 
ot this great maſter-moral of the ſkies, . | 
Vakil'd, or diſ-inclin'd, to read it there? 
Since tis the baſis, and all drops without it, 
Take it, ia one compact, unbroken chain. 
Such proof inſiſts on an attentive ear ; 8 
Toill dot make one amid a mob of thoughts, 
And, for thy notice, ſtruggle with the world. 
Retire;--the world ſhut out, L· thy —— od 
Imagination's airy wing repreſs ;— 
Lock up thy ſenſes; 8 ſtir; 
Wake all to reaſon ; let her reign alone; 
Then, in thy ſoul's deep ſilence, and the depth 
Of nature's filence, midnight, thus inquire, 
As I have done; and ſhall enquire no wore, 


la nature's channel, thus the queſtions run. 


What am 1? and from whence ?—-l nothing know, 


| gut that I am; and, ſince [ am, conclude 
— „nn eternal: had there e er been nought, 


Noupht ſtill had been: eternal there muſt be. 
| 6 + li 
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©* But what eternal Why not human race? Þþ 61 

© And Adam's anceſtors without an end?— _Þ|} «, 
That's hard to be concciv'd ; fince ev'ry link | | «og 
Of that long-chain'd ſueceſſion is fo frail; 10 
Can ev'ry part depend, and not the whole? —Þ| «7 
© Yet grant it true; new difficulties riſe ; I «Fx 

© Im ſtill quite out at ſea; nor ſee the ſhore. Þ « 


* Whenccearth, and theſe bright orbs:—-Eternal too. 
Grant matter was eternal; till theſe orbs | 
Would want ſome other father much deſign + 

© Is ſeen in all their motions, all their makes + 
- © Deſign implies intelligence, and art: - 6 45 
R ear ac6.s that a 
© Man ſcarce can comprehend, could man beſiow? 
© And nothing greater, yet allow'd, than man. 
Who, motion, foreign to the ſmalleſt grain, 
| © Shot thro' vaſt maſſes of enormous weight ? 
Who bid brute matters reſtive lump aſſume + 
© Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly? + 
© Has matter innate motion ? then cach atom, - 
Aſſerting its indiſputable right 1 
* To dance, would form an univerſe of duſt: 
Has matter none? Then whence theſe glorious fc | 
And boundleſs flights, from ſhapeleſs, and repos'd? | 
© Has matter more than motion? Has it thought, 
+ Judgment, and genius? Is it deeply learn d 
* In mathematics? Has it fram'd ſuch laws, 
Which but to gueſs, a Newton made immortal 
© If ſo, how each ſage atom laughs at me, — 
* Who think a clod inferior to a man!! 
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© If art, to form: and counſel, to conduct; 

- | * And that with greater far, than human kill; | 
* | * Reſides not in each block. Gon NAD reigns. 
* | * Grant; then, inviſtble; eternal Minn; | 

+ That graoted, all is ſolv'd. —But, granting that, 
© Draw I not o'er me ſtill a darker cloud? 
I * Grant l not that which I can ne er conecive? 
!=f -+ Abcing without origin, or end! 
Hail, human liberty! there is no God — 

5 + Yet, why? on either ſcheme that knot ſubſiſte 
* | * Subfiſt it muſt, in Goo or human race; 
* | *If in the laſt; how many knots beſide, 

A+ | *Jndiffoluble all! why choſe it there, 

vt | © Where, choſen, ſtill ſubſiſt ten thouſand more? 

—' | Reject it, where, that choſen, all the reſt 

Piſpers d, leave reafon's whole horizon clear? 

© This is not reaſon's diate; reaſon ſays, 

I * Cloſe with the ſide where one grain turas the ſcale ; 
| * What vaſt preponderance is here! can reaſon 

© With louder voice exclaim—Bclieve a Goo? 

And reaſon heard, is the ſole mark of man. 

1 What things impoſiible muſt man think true, 

On any other ſyſtem ! and how ſtrange 

© To diſbelieve, thro* mere credulity !* 

If; in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw,. 

Let it for ever bind him to belief. 

And where the link, is which a fav be fade?” 

IA, if a Gov there is, that Gov how great! 

I How great that pow'r, whoſe providential care | 

| Thro' theſe bright orbs dark centres darts a ray! 5 
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Of nature univerſal threads the whole! 


| And 
And hangs creation, like a,precious gem, Thoſ 
| Tho! little, on the footſtool. of his throne! ad 
That little gem, how large! a weight let fall {That 
From a fixt;ſtar, in ages can it-reach {ts th 
This diſtant earth? ſay, then, Lorenzo! where,, In 
| Where, ends this mighty building? where, begin Tx ir! 
The ſuborbs of creation? where the wall! Ja, 
Whoſe battlements look o'cr into the vale | 7 
Of non-exiſtence? Nothing's ſtrange abode! Jr 
Say, at what point of ſpace Jzaovan droppt Joſt, 
His flacken'd line, and laid bis balance by; Ir u 
Weigh'd: worlds, and meaſur d infinite, no more? om 
Where, rears his terminatiag pillar high 4 ant » 
Its extra-mundane head? and fays, to Gods, He tf 
In characters illuſtrious as tbe fun, 


Can « 


_ ©- I ſtand, the plan's proud period; I pronounce: 
„The work .accompliſh'd ; the creation clos d: 
4 Shout, all ye Gods ! nor ſhout, ye Gods, alone; 1 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, | 
1 That reſts,or rolls, ye heights and depths,re 
20 Reſound! reſound! yedepths,and beights. rcſouy 
Hard are thoſe queſtions ?-—Anſwer harder ſtill. 
Is this the ſole exploit, the ſingle birth, .d 
The ſolitary fon. of pow'r divine? G _ 
Or has th Almighty FaTuzz, with a heath, 
Impretnated the womb of diſtant ſpace? 
Has he not bid, in various provinces, 
Brotherrereations the dark bowels burſt 
Ol night primacyal; barten, now, no more? 
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Ind be, the central ſun, tranſpiercing all 

Thoſe giant-generations. which diſport, 

Ad dance, as motes, in his meridian zay ; 

Inet ray withdrawn, benighted, or abſorb'd, 

In that abyſs of horror, whence they ſprung ; 

4 While chaos triumphs, re-poſſeſt of all 

Rival creation raviſh'd from his throne ? 

- 4} Chaos! of nature both the womb, and grave ! | 
| Think'tthou my ſclieme, Lorenzo ſpreads too wide! 

Ir this extravagant ?—no: this is juſt ; 

| Jeſt, in conjefture, tho“ 'twere falſe in fact. 

I us an error, tis an error ſprung 

From noble root, high thought of the Mosr-Hion. 

n wherefore error; who can prove it ſuch ?- - 

r that can ſet Omniporence a bound. 

Jo man conceive beyond what God can do? 

©- \'F Nothing, but quite impoſſible, is bard. 

* '} Bc fommons into being, with like eaſe, 

$ A whole creatiov, and a fingle grain. | 

Seaks he the word ?' thouſand worlds are born. 

Athoufand. worlds? there's ſpace for millions more; 

And in-what ſpace can his great fiat fail? 

Jedem me not. cold critic! but indulge 

A The. warm imagination : why condemn? 

I not indulge ſuch thoughts, as ſwell our hearts 

Wan fuller admiration of that pow'r, 

N ene 

3} Why not indulge in his augmented praiſe? 
Darts not his glory a ſtill brighter ray, 

4 I is left u chaos, and de reals. 
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Of hideous night, where fancy ſtrays aghaſt : 
| And, tho' moſt talkative, makes no report ? 
Still ſeems my thought enormous ? think again; 
Experience ſelf ſhall aid thy lame belief. 
Glaſſes (that revelation to the ſight!) 
Have they not led us in the deep diicloſe 
Of fine-ſpun nature, exquiſitely ſmall, 
And, tho demonitrated, ſtill ill-conceiv d? 
If, then, on the reverſe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, 
To keep the balance, and creation poiſe? 
Defect alone can err on ſuch a theme: 

| What js too great, if we the. cauſe ſurvey ? 
Stupenduous AzcuiTzcT! thou, thou art all! 

My foul flies up and down in thoughts of thee, 
And finds herſelf bot, at the centre ſtill ! 

I ans, thy name! exiſtence, all thine oon! 
Creation's nothing; Bltter'd much, if ſtyl d 
*-The thin, the flecting atmoſphere of Gon. 

O for the voice—of what? of hom? — ul 
Can anſwer to my wants, in ſuch aſcent, 

As dares to deem one univerſe too ſmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now fancy glows,. 
Fir'd in the vortex of almighty power) 

Is not this home creation, in the mag 

Of unĩverſal nature, as a ſpeck, 

Like. fair Britannia in our little ball; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, tor its ſize, 4 
But elſewhere, far out-meaſur'd, far out - ſnuone? 
In fancy(for ghe hd beyond us leg 
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ant thou not ſtgure it, an ille, almoſt 
Ls dual for notice, i the vaſt of being: 
terer'd by mighty ſeas of unbuilt ſpace, 
From other realms ; from ampler continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Le northern, lefs remote from Deity, 
losing beneath the line of the Supreme ; 
{ Where fouls i excellence wake haſte, put forth 
- {loxuriavt growths; hor the lite autumn wait 
Jo hama worth, but ripen ſoon to gods? 
i why drown fanry in ſuch depths as theſe? 
turn, preſumptuous rover! and confeſs | 
. 'YThe bounds of man; not blame them, as too ſmall, 
Looy we not full ſcope in what is Cen! 
+ Full ample the deminiotis of the fun ! | 
Il glorious to behold ! bow far, how wide, 
we matchleſs monarch, from his flaming throne, 
Ich of luftre, throws his beams about him, 
F Farther, and faſter, than a thought can fly, 
ud feeds his planets with eternal fires! 
mis Heliopolis by greater far, : 
Ines the provd tyrant of the Nile, was built ; 
Aud he alone, who built it, can deſtroy. 
ond this city, why ftrays human thought } © 
- dne wonderful, enough for man to know! 
_ "One infinite, enough for man to range! 
one firmament, enough for man to read? 
Iso what voluminous inſtruction here! 
What page of wiſdom is deny'd him ? none; 
u karning his chief leſſon makes him wiſe, 
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= Which warms our paſſions, profelytes our hearts. ; 


Nor is inftruQion, here, our only gain: 
There dwells a noble pathos in the ſkies, 


How cloquently ſhines the glowing pole! 
With what authority it gives its charge, 
'Remonitrating great truths in ſtyle ſublime, 
Tho' filent, loud heard earth around. above 
The plancts heard ; and not unheard in helf; 
Hell has her wonder, tho' too proud to praiſe, ; 
1 


os 
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1: earth, then, more infernal ? has ſhe thoſe, 
Who neither praiſe (Lorenzo,) nor admire ? 
Loremo admiration, pre-engag'd, J 
Ne'er aſk'd the moon one queſtion: never held | 
Leaſt correſpondence with a ſingle far; 
Nc'er rear d an altar to the queen of heaven | 
Walking in brightneſs; or her train ador'd. 
Their ſublunary rivals have long fince 
Engrofs'd his whole devotion ; ſtars maligno, 
Which made their fond aſtronomer run mad; 
Darken his intellect. corrupt his heart; 
Cauſe him to facrifice his fame and peace 
To momentary madneſs. call'd delight. 
Idolater, more groſs than ever kiſs'd 
The lifted hand to Luna, or-pour'd out 
The blood to Jove! —=O Taov, to whom belongs, 
All facrifice! O thou great Jove' unfeign'd! 
Divine inſtruQr ! thy firſt volume, this, 
For man's peruſal; all in capitals! | 
In moon and ſtars (heav*n's golden alphabet !) 
Emblaz'd to feize the fight; who runs, may re 
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Imo reads, can underftand. *Tis unconſin d 

0 Chriſtian land, or Jew'ry, fairly writ, 

* [| In fanguage univerſal, to mankind: 

7 A language, lofty to the learn'd; yet plain 

7 To thoſe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, 
Or, from its buſk, ſtrike out the bounding grain. 
A language, worthy the great Mind, that ſpeaks! © 

i} Preface, and comment, to the ſacred page! 

J pre-ſuppoling his firſt leſſon there, 

4 And ſeripture - ſelf a fragment, that unread. 

{| *iupendvus book of wiſdom, to the wiſe! 

{} Stupendous book! and open'd, night! by they 
By thee much open'd, I confeſs, O night! 

*F Yet more I wiſh. but how ſhall I prevail ? 


. gentle ni t! whoſe modeſt, maiden Be 
| Gire bes creation, and preſent + * * 
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Pants for the living ſſream: for him wl.o wade her, 
So pants the thirſty ſoul, amid the black 
Ot ſublunary joys. Say, goddeſs! where? 
Where blazes his bright court? where burns his throne? 
Thou know'ſt ; for thou art near him; by thee, round 
His grand pavilion, ſacred fame reports | | 
The ſable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair davghter-train, fo ſwift. of wing, 
Who travel far, diſcover where he dwells? 
A ſtar his dwelling pointed out below. 
Ye Pleiades! Arcturus! Mazaroth! 
And thov, Orion! of till keener ere! 
Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves, 
And bring them out of tempeſt into port! 
On which hand muſt I bend my courſe to find bim? 
Theſe courtlers keep the ſecret of their Kino; 
1 wake whole nights, in vain, to ſteal it from them. 
Inke; and waking. climb night's radiant ſcale, - 
From ſphere to ſphere : the ſteps by nature ſet 
For man's aſcent ; at once to tempt- and aid ; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his-toy'ring thought 
Till it arrives at the great goal of all. 
In ardent. contewplation's rapid car, 
From earth, as from my-barrier, I ſet out. 
How ſwift 1 mount diminiſh'd carth recedes ; 
I paſs the moon; and, from ber farther ſide, 
Pierce heav'n's blue curtain, ſtrike - into remote: 


Where, «ith bis lifted tabe, the Jubail Lage "i 


His artificial airy journey takes 


And to celeſtial lepgthens huwan Ggbt. 1 
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| T pauſe at e ry planet on my road, 1 


And k tor mu who gives their orbs to roll, 
Their forcheads fair to ſhine. From Saturn's ring, 
In which, of carths an army might be loſt, 

With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, 
Amid thoſe fov'reign glories of the ſkies, 

of independent, native loſtte, proud: 

The ſouls of ſyſtems and the lords of life, 

Thro' their wide empires! What behold I now? . 
A wilderneſs of wonders burning round ; 
Where larger ſuns inhabit higher ſpheres; 3 
Perhaps the villas of deſtending gods ! 

Nor halt i here. my toil is but begun : 

'Tis but the threſhold of the Deity ;: 

Or, far beneath it, I am groveling ſtill. 

Nor is it ſtrange; I built-on a miſtake ;- 


| The grandeur of his works, whence folly ſought 


For aid, to reaſon ſets his glory higher, 
Who built thos high for worms (mere worms to him;) 


© where, Lorenzo! muſt the builder dwell? 


Pauſe, then ; and ſor a moment here reſpire 
If human thought can keep its ſtation here. 
Where am [?---where is carth?--nay, where art thou, , 


o ua? is the ſan turn'd recluſe? — And' are 
Eis boaſted expeditions ſort to mine? 


To mine, how ſhort !' On nature's Alps | ſtand; 
And ſee a thouſand firmaments beneath! EE 
A thouſand ſyſtems ! as a thouſand grains! 
80 much a ſtranger, and ſo late arriv'd, 
How can man's curious ſpirit not . 
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What are the natives of this world ſublime, 
Of this ſo forcign, un- terreſtrial ſphere, 

| Where mortal, untranſlated never ſtray d? 
0 ye, as diſtant from my little home, 
As ſwifteſt as ſun-beams in an age can fly! 
Far from my native element I roam, 

ein queſt of new, and wonderful, to man. 

* What province this, of his immenſe domain, 
© Whom all obeys? or mortals here, or gods? 
e bord'rers on the coaſt of bliſs ! what are you? ; 
A colony from heaven? or, only rais'd, 
©* By frequent viſit from heav'n's neighbouring realms, 
© To ſecondary gods, and half divine ?— 

© Whate'er your nature, this is paſt diſpute, 

Far other life you live, far other tongue 

© You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 
© Than man. How various are the works of God! 
© But fay, what thought ? is reaſon here enthron d, 
* And abſolute ? or ſenſe in arms againſt her? 
Have you two lights? or need you no reveal'd? | 
Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? 

And had your Eden an abſte mious Eve? 

* Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 

* And aſk their Adams—* Who would not be wiſe? 
Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd ? 

© And if redeemꝰd is your redeemer ſcorn'd? | 
ls this your final reſidence? If not, 
Change you your ſcene, tranſlated? or by death? 
And if by death; what death — Know you diſeaſd 
„Or horrid war? —with war, this fatal hour, 
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' | Europa groans (ſo call we a ſmall field, | 
| « Where kings run mad.) In our world, death deputes - E 


Ie tntempcrance to do the work of age: 


{+ And hanging up the quiver nature gave him, 


As flow of execution, for ditpatch 


| * Sends forth imperial butchers | bids them ſlay 
| * Their ſheep (the filly ſheep they fleec d before,) 


And toſs him twice ten thouſand at a meal. 


| *$it all your executioners on thrones ? 
| * With you, can rage for plunder make a god ?. 


And bloodſhed waſh out ev'ry other ſtain ?— 

© But you, perhaps, can't bleed: from matter groſs 
t Your ſpirits clean, are delicately clad 

ln fine-ſpun ether, priviledg'd to foar, 

$ Vnloaded, uninfected; how unlike. 

The lot of man! how few of human race 

' By their own mud unmurder'd! how we wage 
 Self-war eternal is your painful day 

Of hardy conflict o'er ? or, are you till 

© Raw candidates at ſchool? and have you thoſe - 


| © Who difaffedt reverſions, as with us? — 


ſe? 


* But what are we? you never heard of man, 

* Or earth; the bedlam of the univerſe ! | 
*'Where reaſon (undiſeas d with you) runs mad, 
And nurſes folly's children as her own ; 


Fond of the fouleſt. In the ſacred mount 


* Of holineſs, where reafon is pronounc'd. 
* lafallible; and thunders like a god; 
En there, by ſaints, the daemons are outdone - 


"| + Phat theſe think wrong, our ſaints refine to right! | 


F3. 


Ne 
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And kindly teach dull hell her own black arts; 


Satan, inſtructed, o'er their morals ſmiles. — 


* But this, how ſtrange to you, who know nut man! | | 


© Has the leaſt rumour of our race arriv'd ? 

* Call'd here Elijah, in bis flaming car? 

© Paſt by you the good Enoch, on his road 
© To thoſe fair fields, whence Lucifer was burl'd: 


© Who bruſh'd, perbaps, your ſphere, in his deicent, | . 


© Stain'd your pure cryſtal cther, or let fall 
A ſhort eclipſe from his portentous ſhade ? 


© O! that the fiend-bad lodg'd on ſome broad ob 


© Athwart his way ; nor reach'd his preſent home, 
© Then blacken'd earth with foutſteps foul'd in hell, 


Nor waſh'd in ocean, as from Rome he paſt 


© To Britain's iſle; too, too, conſpicuous there P 
But this is all digreſſion: where is he, 


That o'er beav'n's battlements the felon hurl'sd 


To groans, and chains, and darkneſs? where is he, 
Who ſees creation's ſummit in a vale? ; 
He, whom, while man is man, he can't but ſcek 
And if he finds, commences more than man? 
O for a teleſcope his threne to reach 


Tell me, ye learn d on earth! or bleſt above? 
Te ſearching, ye Newtonian angels! tell, 
Where, your great Maſter's orb ? his planets, 


Thoſe conſcious ſatellites, thoſe morning-ſtars, 
Firſt-born of Dir v! from central love, 


Zy veneration moſt profound, thrown off; 
| By ſweet attraction, no leſs ſtrongly drawn; 
Av'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur d, yet ſerene... 


"i 
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In (till approaching circles, ſtill remote, 
an! | Revolving round the ſun's eternal Sire? 
; Or (cnt, in li: es direct, on embaſſics 
To nations — in what latitude ?—beyond 
| Terreſtrial thoughts horizon !—and on what 
> | High crrands ſent? Here human effort ends: 
ent, | And leaves me till a-ſtranger to his throne. 
Full well it might! I quite miſtook my road. 
Born in an age more curious than devout; 
4 More fond to fix the place of hear'n or hell, 
Ie, Than ſtudious. this to ſhun, or that ſecure. 
bell, | is not the curious, but the pious path, 
| That leads me to my point : Lorenzo! know, 
r Without or ſtar, or angel, for their guide, 


a; Paſt thought, illuſtrions, but with botrow'd beams 


Who worſhip God, ſhall find him. Humble love, 
And not proud reaſon, keeps the door of heav'n :; 


he, Love finds ad miſſion, where proud ſcience fails. 
; Man's ſcience is the culture of his heart; 

L And not to loſe his plummet in the depths. 
I Of nature, or the more profound of God. 
Either to know, is an attempt that ſets 
The wiſeſt on a level with the fool, 

| To fathom nature (ill-attempted here) 

© Paſt doubt is deep philoſophy above; 
Higher degrees in bliſs archangels take, 
As deeper learn'd; the deepeſt, _— 
For, what a thunder of omnipotence | 
(So might I dare to ſpeak!) is ſeen in all! 
® man! ip earth! in more amazing fhics! 


0 * 
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| Teaching this leſſon, pride is loth to learn 

© Not, deeply to diſcern, not much to know, 

Mankind was born to wonder, and adore,” 
And is there cauſe for higher wonder ſtill, 

Than that which truck us from our paſt ſurveys ?/ 

Yes; and for deeper adoration too. 

From my late airy trave! unconfin'd, 

Have | learn'd nothing ?—yes, Lorenzo! this; 

Each of theſe ſtars is a religious houſe ; 

I faw their altars ſmoke, their incenſe riſe, 

And heard Hoſannas ring thro' ev'ry ſphere, . 

A ſcminary fraught with future gods. 

Nature all o'er is conſecrated ground, 

Tecming with growths immortal, and divine. 

The great proprieter's all bounteous hand 


Leaves nothing waſte; but ſows theſe fiery fields 


With ſeeds of reaſon, which to virtues riſc 
Beneath his genial ray; and, if eſcap'd 
The peſtilential blaſts of ſtubborn will, 


When grun mature, art gather'd for the ſkies. - | 


And is devotion thought too much on earth, 

When beiogs, ſo ſuperior, homage boaſt, 

And triumph in proſtrations to the throne ? 
But wherefore more of planets, or of ſtars? 

Etherial journeys, and, diſcover'd there, 


Ten thouſand worlds, ten thouſand: ways devout, _ 


All nature ſending incenſe to the throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzo's of our ſphere ? - 
Op'ning the ſolemn ſourcei of my foul, 
Since I have P, like e Erbe, 


— 
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ur flowing numbers o'er the flaming ſkies, _ 
vor fec, of fancy, or of fact. what more 


4 lavites the muſe—here turn we, and review 


N drr paſt nocturnal landſcape wide: then fay, 
uu. then, Lorenzo! with what burſt of heart, 

ol The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 

3 Muſt man exclaim, adoring, and aghaſt ? 

$0 what a rout! O what a branch is hcre!. 


o what a father! what a family! 


Worlds! ſyſtems ! and creations ! -und creations, 
ja one agglomerated cluſter, hung, 


Great Vine, on THEE. on Tua the cluſter hangs; 


$ ſhe filial cluſter ! infinitely ſpread 
in glowing globes, with various being fraught: 
And driuks (nectareous draught !) immortal life. 
or, ſhall I ay (for who can ſay enough?) 
A conſtellation of ten thouſand gems, 
| * (4nd, O! of what dimenſion! of what weight!) 
Set in one ſitznet, flames on the right hand 
Of majcſty divine! the blazing ſeal, 
hat deeply ſtamps. on all created mind, 
$ Indelible, his ſor'reign attributes, 
 Omnipotence, and love! that. paſſing bound: 
And this, ſurpaſſing that. Nor ſtop we here, 
Tor want of pow'r in God, but thought in man. 
|| © Even this acknowledg'd, leaves us ſtill in debt ; 
* If greater aught, that greater all is thine. 
' W theez. 


. Job xv. Is 
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And pardon an attempt from mortal thought; | 
© In which archangels might have fail'd, unblam d 8 
How ſuch ideas of th Almighty's pow'r, 
And ſuch ideas of th*Almighty's plan, 
(1deas not abſurd) diſtend the theight , 
Of feeble mortals! nor of them alone! 
The fulneſs of the Deity breaks forth 
In inconceivables to men, and gods. 
Think. then, O think; nor ever drop the thooghty 
How low muſt man deſcend, when gods adore! — 
Have I not, then. accompliſh d my proud boaſt! | 
| Did l not tell thee, * * We would moumt, Lorenzal. 
* And kindle our devotion at the ſtars?" 
And have I fail d? and did I flatter thee?. 
 And'art all adamant? and doſt confute 
All vrg'd, with one irtefragable ſmile ? 
Lorenzo! mirth how miſerable here! 
| Swear by the ſtars, by him who made them, ſwexr,.. 
Thy heart, henceforth, ſhall be as pure as they: | 
Then thou, like them, ſhalt ſhine; like them, ſhalt 
From low to lofty ; from obſcure to bright ; 
By due gradation, nature's ſacred law. | 
The ſtars. from whence* — Ak Chaos He can n tell 
Theſe bright temptations to idolatry, l 
From darkneſs; and confuſion, took their birth} | 
Sons of deformity! from fluid dregs 
Taxrtarean, firſt they roſe to maſſes rude; * 
And then; to ſphetes opaque; then dimly'ſhonez: 


Vol. ii. page 26. 
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n beighten d; then blaz'd out in perfeQ day. 

ure delights in progreſs; in advance 

m worſe to better: but, when minds aſcend, 

ogrefs, in part, depends upon themſelves. 

n aids exertion ;, greater makes the great ; 


e. 
. 


Dees man! aud thou halt be a god! . 
| i half ſelf-made!— ambition how divine} | 


* 0 thou, ambitious of diſgrace alone! 


Prod by the fies; and pupil of the ſtars; 
.. covard to the faſhiotiable world! 
Ihen aſham'd to bend thy knee to heav'n ? 

& fame of prjde, exbal'd from deepeſt hel}! 


Pride in religion is man's higheſt praiſe. 

. on deſtryQion! and in love with death! 
* all zheſe Juminacies, guench'd at once, 
ere half ſo ſad, as one benighted mind, 
ich gropes for happineſs, apd meets deſpair. - 
, like a widow in her weeds. the night, 
id ber glimm'ring tapers, ſilent fits! : 


+} 
„ 
9 : 


lt 


w forrowful, how deſolate. ſhe weeps = 
% petpal ders, and ſaddens uature's ſcene! 
a bes more fad fin makes the darken's fool, 


| comfort kills, nor leaves one ſpark alive. 
Tho' blind of heart, ſtill open is thine eye: 
ly ſuch magnificence in all thou ſeeft ? 

„ "Pf matter's grandeur, know, one end is this, 

„ Potcll the rational, who gazes on it— 
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© Whoſe breaſt, capacious, can embrace e 

2 Unburden'd nature's univerſal ſcheme; 

© Can graſp creation with a fiogle thought ; 

© Creation graſp; and not caclude its dire 
To tell him farther-—* It behoves him much 
© To guard th' important, yet depending, fate | 
© Of being, brighter than a thouſand ſuns: 

One ſingle tay of thought outthines them all.” 

| And it man bears obedient, ſoon be Il ſoar 

| Buperior heights, and on his purple wing, 

His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold, 
Riſing. where thought is now deny d to riſe, 

Why then perſiſt? no mortal ever livd l 

' But. dying, he pronounc'd (when words are true!) 
The whole that charms thee, abſolutely vain: + 
Vain, and far worſe! —think thee, with dying meng'| 
* n OG? 

O tolerate a chance for happineſs! 
Our nature ſuch, ill choice enſures ill fatez 
And hell had been, tho' there had been no God. © 
Doſt thou not kdow,-my new aſtronomer! i 
Earth, turning from the fun, brings oight to mant 
Man turnifig from his God, brings endleſs night ; 
Where thou canſt read no morals, find no friend, 
Amend no manners. and expect no peace. n 
How deep the darkneſs! and the groan ne 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames? 
Such is Lorenzo's purchaſe! ſuch his praue! 
| The proud, the politic, Lorcazo's praiſe! 
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"| The' in his car, and levell'd at his heart, 


I've half read o'er the volume of the ſkies. 
For think not thou haſt heard all this from me; 


| My ſong but echoes what great nature ſpeaks. 


What has ſbe ſpoken ? thus the goddeſs ſpoke, 
Thus ſpeaks for ever :—* Place, at nature's head, 
A ſor reign, who o'er all things rolls his eye, 

$ Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
gut. above all. diffuſes endleſs good ; 


| ro whom, for ſure redreſs, the wrong d may fly: - 


© The vile, for merey; and the pain d. for peace; .. 


dy whom. the various tenants of theſe ſpheres, 


' Diverlify'd in fortunes, place, and powers, 


| * Rait'd in enjoyment, as in worth they riſe, 


at conflift paſt redoubles preſent joy; 


_ © Arrive at length (if worthy ſuch approach) 


+ Atth..t blen fountain-bead, from which they ſtreamg, 
* And preſent joy looks forward on increaſe; 5 
* And, that, on more; no period! e ry ſtep 

A double boon! a promiſe, and a bliſs." 


-} How cafy fits this ſcheme on human hearts! 
| ſuits their make: it ſooths their vaſt deſires ; 


Non is pleas'd ; and reaſon aſks no more; 
"Tis rational! tis great! but what is thine ? 
It dackens! ſhecks: excruciates! and confounds! 
Leaves os quite naked, both to help, and hope, 


4 Sinking from bad to worſe; few years, the ſport 
Ot fortune; then, the morſel of deſpair. - 


Say, then, Lorenzo! (for thou knoweſt it well) 
You, Il, 


| What's vice? — Lana —̃— 
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Religion, what? the proof of common ſenſe 
How art thou whooted where the ict prevails! 
Is it my fault, if theſe truths call thee fool ? 
And thou ſhalt never be miſcall'd by me = 
Can neither ſhame, nor terror, ſtand thy friend? 
And art thou ſtill an inſect in the mire? 

How like thy guardian angel, have | flown; 


| 8natch'd thee from earth; eſcorted thee thro' all 


Th' etherial armies; walkt thee, like a god, 
Thro* ſplendors of firſt magnitude, arrang'd 


On either hand: clouds thrown beneath thy feet 


 Cloſe-crvis'd on the bright paradiſe-of God ; 
And almoſt introdue'd thee to the throne! 
And art thou Qill carouſing, for delight, 
Rank poiſon; firſt, fermenting to mere froth, 
And then ſubſiding into final gall? | 
To beings of ſublime, immortal make, 

How ſhocking is all joy, whoſe end is ſure! 


Such joy more ſhocking ſtill, the more it chars 


And doſt thou chuſe what ends ere well-begun z 


And infamous, as fort? and doſt thou chuſe 


(hou, to whoſe palate glory is fo ſwert) 
To wade into perdition, thre* contempt, 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy on? 
For I have peep'd-irito thy cover'd heart, 
And ſeen it bluſh beneath a boaſtful brow z 
For, by ſtrong guilt's moſt violent afſivit, 
Conſcience is but diſabled; not deſtroy d. 

O thou-moſt 'awful being! and moſt vain; 
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| Tho! dread eternity has ſown her ſceds 


Of bliſs, and woe, in thy detſpotic breaſt, 


| Tho' heaven, and hell depend upon thy choice; 


A dutterfly comes croſs, and both are fled. 


| Is this the picture of a rational? 


This horrid image, ſhall it be moſt juſt? 
Lorenzo! no: it cannot, —ſhall not, be, 

If there is force in reaſon ; or. in ſounds 
Chanted beneath the glimpſes of the moon, 

A magic. at this planctary hour, | 
When lumber locks the gene: al lip, and dreams 
Thro' ſenſeleſs mazes hunt ſouls un- inſpir d. 


Attend the facred myſtcries begin — 
| My folemn night-born adjuration hear ; 


Hear. and I'll raiſe thy ſpirit from the duſt :- 
While the ſtars gaze on this enchantment new: 


| lachantment, not infernal, but divine ! 


© By ſileace death's peculiar attribute; 
gv datkneſs, guilt's inevitable doom 
* Br darkneſs, aud by ſilence ſiſlers dread ! | 
© That draw the curtain round night's ebon * 
© And raiſe ideas, ſolemn as the ſcene ! | 
* By Nionr. and all of awful, night preſents 
© To thought, or ſenſe (of awful much to both, 


IT The .goddeſs brings 5 Br theſe her trembling ſires, 


© Like Veſta's. ever- burning; and like hers, 
* Sacred to thoug!.ts immaculate, and pure! 
* By theſe bright orators that prove. and praiſe, 


And pr. fs thee to revere, the Deity; 


Perhaps. has thee. when rever'd awbile,. 
82 | 
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To reach his throne; as ſtages of the ſoul, 
Th. o' which, at dift rent periods, ſhe ſhall paſs, 

* Refining gradual, for her final height, 

© And purging off ſome droſs at ev'ty ſphere! 

©* By this dark pall thrown o'er the ſilent world 1 
gr the world's kings, and kingdoms, meſt renown'd, 
* From ſhort ambition's Zenith ſet tor ever; 

© Sad preſage to vain boaſters, now in bloom! 

© By the long liſt of ſwift mortality, 

* From Adam downward to this ev'nirg knell, 
Wich midnight waves in fancy's ſtartled eye; 
And ſhocks her with an hundred centuries, thought 


© Round death's black banner throng'd in human | 


* By thouſands, now, reſigning their laſt breath, 

And calling thee wert thou fo wiſe to hear 

% By tombs o'er tombs ariſing ; human earth 
Ejected, to make room for— human earth; 

The monarch's terror! and the ſexton's trade! 

* By pompous obſcquies, that ſhun the day, 

The torch funercal, and the nodding plume, 
Which makes poor man's bumiliation proud 3 

© Boaſt of our ruin triumph of our duſt! 

© Br the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones; 
And the pale lamp that ſhews the gbaſtly dead, 
© More ghaſtly, thro' the thick incumbent gloom! 
© Br viſits (if there are) from darker ſcenes, | 
The gilding ſpectte and the groaning grove! 
By groans, and graves, and miſeries that groan 
For the grave's ſhelter ! By deſponding men, 
o Senicleſs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt! 
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' By guilt's laſt audit! By yon moon in blood, 


The rocking firmament, the falling ſtars, 
© And thunder's laſt diſcharge, great nature's knell! 


| «© Br ſecond chaos: and eternal night“! 


Be wrse-—Nor let Philander blame my charm ;. 


| But own not ill-diſcharg'd my double debt, 


Lore to the living : duty to the dead. 
For know, I'm but executor; He left 
This mortal legacy; I make it oer 


| By his command;  Philander hear in me; 


And heav'n in both. If deaf to theſe, Oh! heat 
Florello's tender voice ; his weal depends 
on thy reſolve; it trembles at thy choice; 


For his fake—love thyſelf: example ſtrikes 


All human hearts; a bad example more;. 
| More ſtill a father's; and enſures his ruin. 
| As parent of his being, wouldſt thou prove 


Th' unnatural parent of his miſcries, 


And make him curſe the being which thou TY | 


k this the bleſſing of fo fond a father? 
If careleſs of Lorenzo! ſpare, Oh! ſpare, 
Florello's father, and Philander's friend; 


| Florello's father ruin'd ruins him: 


And from Philander's friend the world expects 
A conduct, no diſhonour to the dead. 

Let paſſion do. what nobler motive ſhould ;. 

Let love, and emulation, riſe in aid 


To reaſon: and perſuade thee to be —bleſt. 


This ſeems not a requeſt to be deny'd;, 
Vet (fuch th infatuation of maukind ). „ 
TA. 
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Tis the moſt hopeleſs, man can make to man. 
Shall I, then, riſe in argument, and warmth ? 
And urge Philander's polthumous advice, 
From topics yet unbroach d 


But oh! 1 faint! my ſpirits fail nor ſtrange! 


80 long on wing, and in no middle clime; 
To which my great CazaTonr's glory call'd : 


And calls—bdvt, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 


Has ſtrok'd my drooping lids, and promiſes 
My long arrear of reſt ; the downy god 
(Wont to return with our returning peace) 


Will pay, cer long, and bleſs me with iepoſe. 3 
Haſte, haſte, ſweet ſtranger! ſrom the peaſant's cot, 


Thy ſbip-boy's hammock, or the ſoidicr's ſtraw, 
Whence ſorrow never chas'd thee; with thee bring 
Not hideous viſions, as of late, but draughts 
Delicious of well-taſted cordial, reſt; 

Man's rich reſtorative ; his balmy bath, 


That ſupples, lubicrates, and keeps in play, I | 


The various movements ef this nice machine, 
Which aſks ſuch frequent periods of repair, 

When tir'd with vain rotations of the day, 

Sleep winds us vp for the ſucceeding dawn ; 
Freſh we ſpin on, till fickneſs clogs our wheels, 


Or death . Ip 


| ꝗ6—— end GH ey 


————* Trou only know, 


© Then, whole broad eye the fatere, and the p 
_ © Joins to the preſent ; making one of three 


Jo mortal thought! Thou know 'ſt, and Thou ala 
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* All knowing!=-all unknown !-—and yet well-knownl 
Near, tho remote! and, tho unffthom'd, felt! | 


And tho' inviſible, for ever ſeen 


© And ſeen in all! the great, and the minutes 
Each globe above, with its gigantic race, 


Each flow'r, each leaf, with its ſmall people ſuarm'd; 
' | * (Thoſe puny vouchers of Omnipoteace ) 
| To the firſt thought, that aſks, ** From whence?” 


declare 


| © Their common ſource. Thou fountain running cer 


© [n rivers of communicated joy! 

+ Who gav'ſt us ſpeech for far, far humbler themes! 
Say, by what name ſhall I preſame to call 
Hun I ce burning in theſe countleſs ſuns, 

As Moſes in the buſh? Illuſtrĩous Mind! 

© The whole creation, leſs, far leſs to thee, 


Than that to the creation's ample round. 


* How ſhall | name Tas: How my labouring ſoul- 

© Heaves underneath the thought, too big for birth! 
Great ſyſtem of perſections! mighty cauſe 

' Of cauſes mighty! cauſe uncaus'd ! ſole root 


ot nature, that luxuriant growth of Goo? 


* 
wow, 


* Firſt father of effes! that progeny 
Of endleſs ſeries ; where the golden chain's. 


Luft fink admits a period, who can tell? 
| * Father of all that is or heard, or hears!'— © 


Father of all that is or ſeen, or ſees! 
« Father of all that is, or ſhall ariſc! 
Father of this immeaſurable maſs 


0. matter multilorm; or deaſe, or rare; 
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* Opaque, or lucid; rapid, or at reſt; 

© Minute, or pa(ing bound! in each extreme 
© Of like amaze, and myſtery, to man. 

© Father of theſe bright millions of the night! 
© Of which the leaſt full Godhead had proclaim' d. 
© And thrown the gazer on his knee—or, ſay, 

© Is appellation higher till, thy choice? - 
Father of mattcr's temporary lords! 

Father of ſpirits! nobler offspring! ſparks. 

* Of high paternal glory ; rich endow'd 

© With various meaſures, and with various modes 
Oft ioftinQ, reaſon, intuition ; beams 

© More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 
The dark of matter organiz'd (the ware 

_ © Of all created ſpirit ;) beams, that riſe © 
© Each over other in ſuperior light, 

© Till the laſt ripens into luſtre ſtrong, 

© Of next approach to Gon ZA D. Father ſond 
Far fonder than e er bore that man on earth) 
Of intellectual beings! beings bleſt 
© With pow'rs to pleaſe Thee; not of paſſive ply 
To laws they know not; beings lodg'd in ſeats 
© Of well-adapted joys, in diff rent domes 

© Of this imperial palace for thy ſons; 

Of this proud, populous, well-policy'd 

Tho boundleſs habitation, plann'd by Thee; 

| © Whoſe ſeveral clans their ſeveral climates ſuit z: 
And tranſpoſition, doubtleſs, would deſtroy. 

* Or, oh! indulge, immortal Kino! indulge | 
. e 


& - 
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t +} + Fndearing ; ah! how ſweet in human ears! 
| « Sweet in our cars! and triumph in our hearts! 
J Father of Immortality te man?; 
JA theme that lately ſet my foul on fire : 
'} * And thou the next? yet equal! thou, by whom 
| * That bleſſing was convey'd ; far more! was bought; 
| * Ircffable the price! by whom all worlds 
| * Were made; and one, redeem'd! illuſtrious light 
| * From light illuſtriou<! thou, whoſe regal power, 
Finite in time, but infinite io ſpace, 
Joa more than adamantine baſis fin d, 
Oer more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 
f Javiolably reigns ; the dread of gods! | 
Aud oh! the triend of man] beneath whoſe foot, 
And by the manuafe of whoſe awful nod, 
All regions. revolutions. fortunes, fates, 
ot high, of low. of mind, and matter, roll 
| * Thro' the ſhort channels of expiring time, 
or ſhoreleſs ocean of eternity, 
Calm. or tempeftnous (as the ſpirit breathes,); 
'i abſolute fubjetion !—— and, O Thou 
| * The glorious third! diſtinR, not ſeparate ! 
| © Beaming from both! with both-incorporate! 
And (ſtrange to tell!) incorporate with duſt! 
i condeſcenfion, as thy glory, great, 
S "Eoſhrin'd in man! of human hearts, If pure, 
Dis ine inhabitant! the tic divine 
| Lot hear'n with diſtant earth! by whom, I truſt, 


* Nights the Sixth and Seventh. 
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+ (If not inſpir'd) uncenſur'd this addreſs 


© To Thee, to them---to whom ?--myltcrious powe! 


© Reveal'd——yct unreveal'd ! darkneſs in light; 
Number in unity! our joy! our dread! "1M 
» Che triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin! 

© That animates all right. the triple ſun! 

zun of the ſoul! her never- ſetting fun l 

* [riune, unutterable. unconceiv d. 

* Abſconding, yet demonſtrable, great God 

* Greater than greateſt! better than the beſt! 

« Kinder than kindeſt! with ſoft pity's eye. 

Or (ſtronger ſtill to ſpeak it) with thine on. 
* From thy bright home. from that high fir mamett, 
* Where thou, from all eternity, haſt dwelt; 

6 Beyond archangels unaſſiſted ken; | 

* From far above what mortals higheſt call; 
Prom elevation's pinnacle look down, 

* Through—what ? confounding interval! thro al 
© And more, than lab'ring fancy can conceive; 

* Thro' radiant ranks of eſſences unknown ; 
khr hierarchies from hierarchies detach'd 

_ © Round various banners of Omnipotence, 
With endleſs change of rapturous duties fir dz 
* Thro' wond'rous beings interpoting ſwarms, 

* All cluttring at the call, to dwell in thee; 

* Thro' this wide waſte of world; this viſta val 
All ſanded o'er with ſuns ; ſuns turn'd to night 

* Before thy fecbleſt beam—-look dou n 

On a poor breathing particle in duſt, | 
Or, lower, an immortal in his crimes. 
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Ie crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too! 
wee! « Thoſe ſmaller faults, half converts to the right. 
tz her let me cloſe theſe eyes, which never more 
un fee the ſon (tho night's deſtendint ſcale 
'| « Now weighs up morn;) unpity'd; and undleſt! 
n thy difpleafure dwells eternal pain; 
| | * Pain, our averſion. pain, which ſtrikes me now; 
8 And, fince all pain is terrible to wan, 
« Tho! tranſient, terrible; at thy good hour, 
| + Gently, ab gently, lay me in my bed, 
« My elay· cold bed! by nature, now. fo near; 
« by nature, near; till nearer by diſeaſe! 
ent; «Till then, be this an emblem of my grave: 
| «Lt it out-preach the preacher; ev'ry night 
( Let it out- ery the boy at Philip's carz : 
© That tongue of death! that hcrakd of the tomb! 
© And when (the ſhelter of thy wing implor'd) 
all, 3 * My ſenſes, ſooth'd. ſhall fink in foft repoſe; 
| « 0 fink this truth ſtill deeper in- my ſonl, 
( $axgeſted by my pillow, fign'd by fate, 
e Firſt, in fate's volume, at the page of man. 
& Man's ſickly ſoul, tho turn d and toſt for ever, 
3- | © From fide to fide can reſt on nought bot Thee: 
Here. in full truſt, hereafter, in full joy; 
don thee, the promis d, ſure, eternal down 
| | * Of ſpirits, toil'd in travel thro' this vale. 
t | * Nor of that pillow ſnall my ſoul deſpond; 
 *For—love Almighty! love Altnighty! (ſing, _ 
| *Exult. crcation') love Almighty, reigns! 
' That death of death! tHiat cordial of deſpiie?, | 
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And loud cternity's triumphant ſong! * 
* Of whom. no more for. O thou Patron-God| 
Thon god, and mortal ' thence more God to mn 
© Man's theme cternal' man's eternal theme! 
© Thou can'ſt not *ſcape uninjur'd from our praiſe, - 

_ © Vainjur'd from our praiſe can he eſcape, 
© Who, diſemboſum d from the Father, bows 
* [he hcav'n of heav'ns, to kiſs the diſtant carth] | 
© Breathes out in agonies a ſinleſi ſoul ! 1 
_ © Againſt the croſs, death's iron ſceptre breaks! 
From famiſh'd ruin plucks her human prey 
© Throws wide the gates celeſtial to his foes ! 
© Their gratitude, for ſuch a boundleſi debt, 
7 Depntes their ſuſf ring brothers to receive 
And, if deep human guilt in payment fails g 
As deeper guilt prohibits our deſpair ! 
© Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice ! 
And (to doſe all) omnipotently kind, 
% Takes his dehght among the ſous of men 
What words are theſe 1—And did they come us 
besen: | 
aa eat oats cat 
What are all myſteries to love like this ? 
The ſong of angels, all the melodies 1 
Of choral gods. are wafted in the ſound ; 
Tho' pluog'd. before, in horrors dark as night; 
Rich prelibation of conſummate joy ! 
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Nor wait we diſſolution to be bleſt, 


final effort of the moral muſe, 
N titled! nor for me alone ; 
For all that read; what ſpirit of ſupport, 


- | What heights of Conſolation, crown my ſong! 


farewel Nionr ] Ofdarkneſs, now no more:: 
. triumphs; tis eternal day. 


mal chat which riſes out of nought complain | 


paid with endlefs joys 7 Sp 
1 ſweeteſt union join 


The two ſupports of human happineſs, | 
g Which ſome, erroneous, think can never meet: 


Tree taſte of life, and conſtant thought of death; 


| The thought of death, ſole vidtor of its dread ! 
| Hope be thy joy ; and probity thy ill; 


Thy patron He, whoſe diadem has dropp'd 


| Yon gems of heav'n ; eternity, thy prize : 


| Their feather, and their froth, for endleni toils 2 
fron 


They part with all for that which is not bread ; 


mortify, ſtarve, on wealth, fame, power z 
| r 


How muſt a ſpirit. late eſeap d from earth, 3 
e Philander's, Lucia a, or Narcilla's,  .* - 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye, 


| Look back, aſtoniſh'd on the ways of men, 


4 Whoſe lives whole drift is to forget their graves! 


if 


Fox. ll H 


And when our preſent privilege is paſt, = 
| © * The Conſation, © © 
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To ſcourge us withy due ſenſe of its abuſe, » 
Tue ſame aſtoniſhment will ſetre vs all = q 
What then muſt pain us, would preſerve us now. 
Lorenzo! tis not yet too late: Lorenzo ! 4 


Seite wiſdom, ere t toraient to be wiſe z 


That is, ſeite wiſdom, ere ſhe (drs thee, 
For, whit, my finall philoſopher! is hell? 
"ris noting, But full knowledge of the truth, 
When truth, reſiſtec long. is ſworn our foe; 
And calls Eternity to do ber right. 
Tubus, darkneſs aiding intellectual Bebe, 
And fadred filetice whiſp'rivg traths divine, - 


And truths divivic converting pain to peate, 


My ſong the-afldnight raven has outwity's, | 
And ſhot, ambitions of anboanded ſcenes, 
Beyond the fm Nmits of the world, 

Ber gloomy fight.” But what avail the flight 
Of fancy, Wes or hearts feat below ? 
Virtue nid d Alafferers, and foes ; 

'* is pide, fo praife her; prfiance, to perform. 
To Ne un words, fo hore than worth of tongs, 
Lorenzo? N it this anfþilous hour ! 

An hour, eff Reus rt mott intimate with man; 
When like 1 fufhng ſtar, this tay divifie 

Glides ſwift iats the hem of the juſt; 


And juſt are oh, determith'd to tet lam; 


Which ett the title Migh, A ithin thy reach. 
Awake, tben: My Mlasder calls: awake! 
Thou. who ſhalt wake, when the creation ſleeps; 
When, like 2 taper, all theft funs expire ; 


NIGHT. THE NINTH #3 
5} When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath, 

1] Pucking the pillars that ſupport the world, 

Iten ampic ruins lics intomb'd; 
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O N: 
Part of the Boax af JOB. 


THRICE happy Job long liv'd in regal hate, 
Nor ſa v. tha ſumptuous caſt a prince ſo great; * 
Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance flow'd, 
Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted. virtue, glow!d.- 
At leogth misfortunes take their turn to x9igny + 
And ills on ills ſucceed; , a dreadful-train 3 
What now: but deaths, and poverty. and wropy, - 
The ſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tongue, 
And ſpotted plagpes, that mark d his limbs all G er 


0 thick with pains, they wanted room fpr,mare ? 


A change ſo.ſad what mortal heart could bear ? 
Exhagſted. woe had left him nought to fear; 
but: gare him all to grief. Low earth he preſt, 
Wept in the duſt, and ſorely ſmots his breaſt. 
His friends around the deęp affliction mourn'd, 
Felt all bis pangs, and groan for groan return'ds . 
in anguiſh of their hearts their mantles rept, 


— And ſer'n long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent; » 
a 
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A debt of rev'rence to diſtreſs ſo great? +} 


Then Job contain'd no more; but curs d his fate. 3 
His day of birth, its inauſpicious light, 7 
He wiſhes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 4 


That ſcat of peace, that manſion of repoſe, 
Where reſt and mortals are no longer foes; | 
Where counſellors are huſh'd, and mighty kings + 
(o happy turn!) no more are wretched things. 


His words were daring, and diſpleas d his Criendsz 1 


His conduct they reprove, and he defends; 
And ſentiments oppos'd with equal heat; 
Fixt in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 
And ſummon all their reaſon to the field: = 
So high at length their arguments were wrought, -. 
They reach' d the laſt extent of human thought: 


A pauſe enſu'd.—When, lo! heav 'n interpos d, 
And awfully the long contention elos C6. 


Full Oer their heads, with terrible ſurprine, 
A fudden whirlwind blacken'd all the fries : | 
(They ſaw, and trembled!) from the darkneſs broke 


A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty ſpoke. * 


| Who gives his tongue a looſe ſo bold and vainy'* 
Cenſures my conduct, and reproves my rein? 
Lifts up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 
And tells the world's creator what is juſt ? 4 
Ot late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſ eye, 
Face my demand, and give it a reply: 


And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave 7 
Death, inſtant death ; impatient for the grave, A | 
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| Where didſt thou dwell at nature's early birth ? 


Who laid foundations for the ſpacious earth ? 


' Who on its ſurface did extend the line, i 7 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine? | 

| Who fix'd the corner ſtone ? what hand, declare, 
| Hong it on nought, and faſten'd it in air; 


wen the bright morning ſtars in concert ſung, 


When heav'n's high arch with loud Hoſanna's rung : 
When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the ſound ? 


1 Earth's num rous kingdoms, haſt thou view'd them all? 


ud can thy ſpan of knowledge graſp the ball? 
Ins heav'd the mountain, which ſublimely * 
Aud caſts its ſhadow into diſtant lands ? 


Who, ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep. 
Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep? 
| broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its bollow'd fide, 


Aud did a bafon for the floods provide; 


Ichs them with my word; the boiling ſea;: 


VWork'd up in tempeſts, hears my great: decree ; 
Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be eonvey'd; 


Aud here, O main, be thy proud billows ſtay d.“ 


Dath's lame chambers Gal Gon. over thn? 


Haſt thou explor'd the ſecrets of the deep, 
Where, ſhut from uſe, unnumber'd treaſures fleep ; - 
Where down a thouſand fathoms from the day, 
brings the great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 
Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot c'er tread, 


Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er thy head ? 


Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to thee? 
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F'er knock at bis tremendous. gate, and -wade . | 


To the1black. portal tbeo'-th': ineumhent. hade? 
Deep are thoſe ſhades ; but · ſhades ill deeper. hide: 
My counſels from the: ken: of human. pride. 


_ Where dwells the:light ? in what refulgent des 


| And where has darkocſs.made ber diſmal home!. 


Thou -knaw'(t; no doubt, ſiuce thy largeheart js fraught 


With-ripen'd: wiſdom. thro' long ages brought; » 
Since nature was call'd: forth when hau · waſt by. 


| And into bing roſe beneath. dhine eye ! - 4 


_:Are imiſts begottemꝰ? who theis fatber kae? 


From:whom-defcend che, peusly drops of dew? 1 


To;biad the ſtream by night, what. band can boaſt, 
Or whiten morning.: with the hoary froſt? 


Whoſe poir'eful breath, from northern regions. blow, 


Touches: the ſea, nod turus it into ſtone? 1 
A ſudden deſart ſpreads o er sealms defac'd, | 
And lays one half of our crcation waſte? A 
Thou kao ſt me not; thy bliadneſs cannot ſe 
How vaſt a diſtance parts thy. God from thee. 
Canſt thou: in whielwidds mount aloft? canſt cba 
In clouds and darkoeſs. wrap thy awful brew? 
And when day triumphs in weridian, light, 
Put forth thy hand, and ſhade tbe, world with night 
Who lauurb d the clouds in air, and hid them 
| Suſperided B | * 
And quench this fatumer. © na ef. 

Who it rough: difarts, dan ram human toil, 


. 


u. from the Ries can 8 whole deluge pour! = 
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| There blooms the roſe, where human face ne er ſhone, 
And'fpreads its beauties to the ſun alone. 
re check the ſhow'r, who lifts his band on high, 


| and ſhuts the fluices of th* exhauſted y); 


When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains ; 
Vat. new in life, a chearful proſpect yields 
ot ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields; : 
When groves and foreſts laviſh all their bloom, 
And earth and heav'n are fill'd with rich perfame?- * 
Haſt thou e er ſcal'd my win'try — 
Of hail and ſnows my northern magazine ? = 


" Theſe the dread treaſures of mine anger are, 
' The fund of vengeance for the day of war, 


When clouds rain death, and ſtorms, at my command 


ute thro' the world, or waſte a guilty. land. i, 


Who taught the rapid winds to fly ſo faſt, 
Or ſhakes the centre with his eaſtern blaſt? 


Who ſtrikes theo nature with the ſolemn roar. 5 
Of dreadfol thunder, points it where to fall, 2 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball? 

Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 

ww he hand, and bn the faib eugiees.. 

Who drew the comet out to ſuck a fize, | 
And pour'd his flaming train o'er half the ſkies ?* - 

Did thy reſentment hang him out? does he 


1 Plate on the nations, and denounce, from thee? ; 


Who on low earth can moderate the rein, 


"| That guides the ſtars alontz th' ethereal plain? 
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Appoint their ſcaſons. and fret their courſe, 


Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their foree? oy 


Canſt thou the ſkics benevolence reſtrain, 


And cauſe:the Pleiades to ſhine in vain? 41 
Or, when Orion ſparkles from his ſphere, . = 


Thaw the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year ?- f 
Bid Mazzaroth his deftin'd ſtation know, of 
And teach the brigbt ArQuurus, where to glow? * 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars; 1 pour 


Myriads, and myriads | reſerve in flore. 4 
Dost thou pronounce where day-light ſhall be bem 
And draw the purple eurtain of the morn ; __ 
Awake the-ſun, and did him eome away, N 


And glad thy workd with his obſequious ray ? 

| Haſt thou inthron'd in flawing glory, dee! 
Triumphant round the ſpacions ring of heavin? 
That powp of light, what 'hand-ſo ter dpi. 


That diſtant earth Hes baſking in the blase? 1 


| * Who d the ſoul with her rich pow rs · inveſt, 
And light op reafon-in the homan breaſt ? 
To ſhine, with Treſh incredfe of! luſtre, bright, 
When ſtars and ſuns · are ſet in endleſs night?- 
To theſe my various queſtions make reply. 
Ti Almighty ſpoke; and ſpeakiag, hook-the fir 
What then, Chaldcao fire, was thy farprize? © '** 
Thus thou, with-trenbling heart, and down-eaſt er 
Once and-zgain, which I in groans deplore, 


© My tongue has err d; but mall · preſume · no mor- 


1 


My voice is in cecrnal ſilence bound, 


* And all -my/ſonl-fatls proſtrate to the ground“ * 
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ö He ceas'd : when, lo! again th* Almighty ſpoke g 
7 | The ſame dread voice from the black whialwind broke. 
| Can that arm meaſure with an arm divine? 
Aud canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine | 
or in the bollow of thy ham contain 
' | The bulk of waters, the wide spreading main, 
wen amd with rempeſts, all the billbws rife 
< | lÞ all their rage, and daft the diſtant ſkies } 
co forth, ks beauty's excellence anray's; 
4 | And be the grandeur of thy power difplay'd; 
„ Put on omen, t frowning ee 
1 
1 


The ſpaciom round of the creation ſhake 
Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow | 
+ | And crumble them to duſk, Whes this is done, 
Ii grant thy Leg bodg'd is thee alone - 
© | 0f vw then ant, ane may'fh andeantret nd, 
i} Bind the duckler of thine owns n hand. = 
Me Fond man ' the viſiow of a moment made | 
„ban e eum! and ſhadow; of » bade! 
- | What worlds hat thou produc's, what creatures fratn'd, 
Pint inſets cheriſt'd, that thy God is blum's * 
Wen, pain d with huager, the wid raven's brood . 
ww | Gill upon God, importunate for food. = 
Au ills the clamour of the craving neſt? 
| Who in the cruel oftyith has ſubdu'd 
+} Apaent's care, and fond inquietude ? | 
Wii far the hes, her ſtstter d exgs are found, 
*' Vithout an anner, on the ſandy- ground; 
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+ Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy lie, 


""v 
And borrow life-from an indulgent ky; 1 


Adopted by the fun, in blaze of day, 

They ripen under his prolific ray. "of 

Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread 1 

May cruſh her young in their neglected bed. 4 

What time ſhe ſkims along the ſield with ſpeed, 
She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſteed. q 


How rich the peacock ! what bright glories rug 


From plume to plume. and vary in the fon! 
He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray, 4 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day: + 
With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 
And flowly moves amid the waving blate. - 
Who taught the hawk to find, in ſeaſons wiſe, 
'Perpetual ſummer, and a change of ſkies? 
When clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind; 
The fun returning, ſhe returns again, © 
Lives in his beams. and leaves ill days to men. 6 
Tho ſtrong the hawk, tho' practis d well to fiy, 


erer 


An eagle drops ber in a lower ſky: 

An eagle, when, deſerting human fight, 

She .ſccks the fun in her unweary d flight. 4 
380 high in air, and ſeat her on a clift, 4 


Where far above thy world ſhe dwells alone, 


And proudly makes the ſtrength of rocks her own; | 


Thence, wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurvey, 
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the feaſts her young with blood, and, hov'ring o'er 

Th' ooflaughter'd hoſt, enjoys the promis d gore. 
Know'ſt thou how many moons, by me aſlign'd, 


| Ball o'er the mountain goat, and foreſt hind, 


While pregnant they a mother's load ſuſtain ? 
They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. 
Hale are their young, from human frailtics freed : 
Valk unſuſtain'd, and unaſſiſted feed ; 
They live at once; forſake the dam's warm fide ; 
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide; 
und o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade; 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade. | 
Will the tall reem, which knows no lord bat me, 
Low at thy crib, and aſk an alms of thee? "> 
Submit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 
Break thy ſtiff clod, and o'er the furrow ſmoke? 
biace great his ſtrengrh, go truſt him, void of care 3 
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year; | 
tid him bring home the. ſeaſons to thy doors, 
And caſt his load among thy gather'd ſtores. 
Didſt thou from ſervice the wild-afs diſcharge, 
And break his bonds. and bid him live at large, 


* | Thro' the wide waſte, his ample manſion, roam, 


And loſe himſelf in his anbounded home:? 

By nature's hand magnificently fed, 

His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread; 
Az in pure air aloft he bounds along, 


| He fees in diſtant ſmoke the city throng 3 


Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother d train, 


| The threatning driver, and the fertile in. 


Vor. II. 


„ A PARAPHRASTon PART 


Survey the warlike horſe ! didſt thou inveſt 
With thunder, his robuſt diſtended cheſt ? 
No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs foul allays; 
"is dreadful to. bchold his noſtrils blaze; 
To paw the proudly takes delight, 
And triumphs in ti fulneſs of his might: 
High-rais'd he ſauffs the battle from afar, | 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war; | 
And mocks at death, and throws bis foam around, 

And in a ſtorm of fory ſhakes the ground. 
How does his firm, his riſing heart, advance 

Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken lance; 

While his fix'd eye-balls mect the dazzling ſhicld, 

Gaze, and return the lightning of the field“ 

He ſinks the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, 

Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his fide; 

But neighs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt 

Till death; aud when he groans he groans his hft, 

But, ficrcer till, the lordly lion ſtalks, | 

Grimly majeſtic in his lonely walks; 

When round he glarcs, all living creatures fly ; 

He clears the deſart with his rolling eye. 

Say, mortal, does he rouſe at thy command, 

And rear to thee, and live upon thy hand ? 

' Doſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, 

And to his gloomy den the morſe] throw 
Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh, pant for blood? 
Or, ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſume the day, 
In darkacfs wrapt, and ſlumber o'cr their prey? | 
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Ir the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, 


mile unprovok d. This native of the flood 


| bee with what ſtrength his harden'd lains are bound, 


me mighty ſtranger and in dread retire : 


ene in his ſhadow, and his eye obey. 


d:; 
7 


'Þ They ſtride away, and paint tholg ſteps with gore : 
In flight alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt, 
Asa ſhadders at the talon in the duſt. 


Ir can his complicated finews fail. 


Jeu the wide foreſt, and the mountain, law. 


And laih their ſides, and furious tear the ground. 

Now ſbcicks, and dying groans, the deſart fill; I 
They rage, they rend, their rav nous jaws diftill 

wih crimſon foam ; and, when the 'banquet's o'er, 


Mild is my Behemoth, the large his frame; 
$mooth is his temper, and repreſt his flame, 


Lifts bis broad foot, and puts aſhore for food ; 
Earth fink» beneath him, as he moves along 
To ſeck the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 


All over proof, and. ſhut againſt a wound. 
How hike a mountain cedar moves his tail ! 


hin high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 

The bars of ſteel, his ribs are ribs of braſs 3 

His port majeſtic, and his armed jaw, 

The mountains feed him . there the beaſts admire - 
& length his greatneſs, nearer they ſurvey. 


The fens and mat ſhes are his cool retreat, 
is noon-tide ſhclter from the burning heat; 


1 2 


100 A PARAPHRASE on PART 


Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 


And groves of willows give him all their ſhade. 
His eye drinks Jordan vp, when, fir'd with 


He truſts to turn its current down his thrnaat: | 


In leſſen'd wares it creeps along the plain: 


He ſinks a river, and he thirſts again. * 


Go to the Nile, and, from its fruit ful fide, 

Caſt forth thy line into the ſwelling tide; 

With ſlender hair Leviathan command, 

And ftretch his vaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand. 

Will he become thy ſervant ? will he own 

Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? 

Or with his ſport amuſe thy leiſure day, 

And, bound in ſilk, with thy foft maidens play! 
Shall pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch a prize! 

And the bowl journey round his ample fize? 

Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 


grass ar 22 


And various limbs to various marts convey? 
Thro' his firm ſkull what ſteel its way can win? 
What forceful engine can ſubdue his ſkin? | 
Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchleſi might; 
The braveſt fink to cowards in his fight ; | 
The raſheſt dare not rouſe him up: who then 
Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 


Am la debtor? haſt thou ever beard 4 


| Whence come the gifts which are on me conferrl! 
My laviſh fruit a thouſand valleys fills, 

And mine the herds, that graze a thouſand hilkt 
Earth, ſea, and air, all nature is my own ; 
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And ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath my throne. 


2 
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OF THE BOOK OF JOB. 20 
And dar'ſt thou with the world's great father vye, 


| Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature.s eye? 
At full my large Leviathan ſhall riſe, 


Joaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wond'rous ſize. 

Who, great in arms e'cr ſtripp'd his ſhining mail, 

Or crown'd his triumph with a ſingle ſcale! 

Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near? behold, - 

Deſtruction yawns , his ſpacious jaws tinfold. 

And, marſhal'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 

Tecth edg'd with death, and crouding rows on 
rows: | 


| What hideous fangs on either (ide ariſc! 


And what a deep abyſs between them lies! 
Mete with thy lance, ard with thy plummet found, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 
His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſmoke from his ſpread noſtrils roll, 
As from a furnace; and, when rous'd his ire, 
Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire. 
The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 
Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe 
Strength on his ample ſhoulder fits in ſtate ; 
His well-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete: 
His flakes of ſolid fleſh are flow to part; 
As ſteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. | 
When. late awak d, he rears him from the Fonds 
And, ſtretching forth his ſtature to rhe clus. 
VWrithes in the ſun aloft his ſcaly he 


. nd ſtrikes the diſtant hills with croattcs light, 
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Far round are fatal damps of terror ſpread, 
| The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 


Large is bis front; and, when his burniſh'd eyes 


Lift their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe, 
In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 
Th ſwift-wing'd arrow, the deſcending blade ; 
His naked breaſt their impotence defies ; 
The dart rebounds, the brittle fauchion flies. 
Shut in bimſelf, the war without he hears, 
Safe in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears; 
The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollics ſtrow ; 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 
His paſtimes like a caldron boil the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the riſing mud; 
The billows feel him, as he works his way; 
His hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea ; 
The foam high-wrought, with white divides the | 
PIs 
And diſtant failors point where death has been. 
His like earth bears not on her ſpacious face; 
Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown'd. 
In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around; 
Makes ev'ry ſwoln, diſdainful heart, ſubſide, 
And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 
Then the Chaldaen eas d his lab'ring breaſt, 
With full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 
© Thou can'ſt accompliſh, all things, Lord of might! 
And erv'ry thought is naked to thy fight, 


or THE BOOK or JOB. 
-- | «Bat oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lie 
read the deepeſt reach of mortal eye. 
| *Oft have I heard of thine almighty pow'r; 


In never ſaw thee till this dreadful hour. 


$ 0'erwhcelm'd with ſhame, the Lord of life I ſee; 


"| * Abbor myſelf, and give my foul to thee. 


« Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more 3 


'" | * Man was not made to queſtion, but adore.” 
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Aae among the critics who was the author 
of the book of Job. Some give it to Moſes; ſome: 
toothers. As I was engaged in this little performance, 
fome arguments occurred to me, which favour the 
former of theſe opinions ; which arguments I have 
lung into the following notes, where little elſe is to be 
Page 89. Thrice bappy Fob, &c ] The Almighty's” 
ſpeech, chap. xxxviii, &c. which is what I paraphraſe 
in this little work, is bymuch the fineſt part of the no- 
bleſt, and moſt ancient poem in the world. Biſhop Pa- 
nick ſays, its grandeur is as much above all other po- 
etry, as thunder is louder than a whiſper. In order to 
tet this diſtinguiſhed-part of the poem in a fuller light, 
nud give the reader a clearer conception of it, I have a- 
bridged the preceding and ſubſcquent parts of the po- 
EIT eee eee eee eee 
of an epitome of the whole book of Job. 
l uſe the word paraphraſe, becauſe I want another 
which might better anſwer to the uncommon liberties l 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranſpoſed. The- 
Mountain, the Comet, the Sun, and other parts, are in- 
tirely added: the Peacock, the Lion. &c. are much in- 
karged : and | have thrown the whole into a method 
wore ſuitable to our notions of regularity, The judi- 


106 „ o r E 8. 
cious. if they compare this piece with the original, will, 
I flatter myſelf, find the reaſons for the great liberties 
I have indulged myſelf in through the whole. 


 Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, which 


ſhews that they contribute much to the ſublime. | his 


ſpeech of the almighty is made up of them. Interro- 
gation ſeems indeed the proper ſtyle of majeſty incenied. 
It differs from other manner of reproof, as bidding a 


perſon execute himſelf, does from a common executi- 


on for he that aſks the guilty a proper queſtion, makes 


him, in eſſect, paſs ſentence on himſcli 

Page yo. rom the darkneſs broke - 
A dreadfut voice, and thus th Almighty ſpoke.) 

The book of job is well known to be dramatic, and, 
like the tragedies of old Greece, is fiction built on truth. 


P. obably this moſt noble part of it, the Almighty ſpeak» 
ing out of the whiclwind (fo ſuitable to the after-prace 
tice of the Greek ſtage, when there happened dig 


vindiee nodus,) is fititious: but it is a fition more agree» 


able to the time in which Job lived, than to any ſince. 
Frequent, before the law, were the appearances of the 


Almighty after this manner, Exodus, ch xix. Ezck, 


ch. i. &c, Hence he is ſaid to *dwell in thick darkneſi: 


5 and have his way in the whirlwind.” 


Page 91. Thus far thy floatiug tide. &c.) There 


à very great air in all that precedes ; but this is ſignal- 


ly ſublime. We are ſtruck with admiration to ſee tbe 


vaſt and ungovernable ocean receiving commands, and 
punctually obeying them; to find it like a managed 


horſe, raging, toſſing, and foaming, but by,the rule and | 
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den s brood & e] Another argument that Moſes was 
{ the author, is, that moſt of the creatures here menti- 
- | oned are Egyptian. The reaſon given why the raven is 
| particularly mentioned as an object of the care #f Pro- 
_ vidence. is becauſe, by her clamorous and importunate 
| voice, ſhe particularly ſerms always calling upon it 3 
| thence xoparow a« xepat , is to aſk catneſtly, Aelian, |. ii. 


| the Nile more clamorous than the reſt of that ſpecies, 


wo ſuffice. 


n 


| iff all out of fight 


lin of an oſtrich's neck on one hand, 1 
3 9—— 


NOTES. 109 


Betts of its maſter This paſſage yields in ſublimie 
ty to that of Let there be light,” &c. ſo much only, 


| as the abſolute government of nature yields to the cre» 
ation of it. | 


The like ſpirit in theſe two paſſiges is no bad cone 
current argument, as Woes author of the book 1 


e Job. 


Page 95. When, pain'd with hunger, the wild ras 


t. 48. And ſince there were ravens on the banks of 


thoſe probably are meant in this place. 
Ibid. Who in the cruel oftrich has fubdu'd. &c] 
There are many inſtances of this bird's ſtupidity ; let 


Firſt, cores bxd in the eos, and thinks | 


— Stat lamine claufo 
Ridendum! revohuta caput . ereditgue latere, 
Secondly, they that go in purfuit of them, draw the 


_xos 1 r 


They dee mit pr. that Heliogabalus had a | 


hundred heads for his ſupper. 


Here we may obſerve, that our judicious as well | 


ſublime author, juſt touches the great points of diſtine 
tion in each creature, and then haſtens to another. 1 
deſcription is exat when you cannot add, but whath 
common to another thing; nor withdraw. but fous 
thing peculiarly belonging to the thing deſcribed. 4 
man loft in too, mach deſcription, as » meniy 
in too much illuſtration. 


Here is mark d another peculiar quality of this aw 
ture, which neither flics, nor runs diſtinctly. but hats 
 wotion compoſed of both, and, uſing its wings as f 
makes great ſpeed. | 
Vaſta velut Libyae venantum vocibus ales 
| Cum premiter. calidas curſu trayfmittit arenas, * 
Ine modum vel finuatis flamine pennis 
Pulveralenta volat. ——  Cland. in Ii 
wid. Shbe ſcorns the rider, ana purſuing fred] 
Xenophon ſays, Cyrus had horſes that could oven 
the goat, and the wild-afs; but none that could mail 
this creature. A thouſand golden ducats, or a bun 
_—_— 
their ſpeed. 
wid. How rich the peacock, &c.] Though this bi 
is but juſt mentioned in my author, f could not fubay 
_ going a little farther, and ſpreading thoſe 
| plumes (which are there ſhut up) into half a dud 
| lines, The circumſtance I have marked of his c 


96. What time foe ſims along the fields, he] 
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his plames to the ſun is tre. Expandit colores adverſe 


| maxime fole. guia ſic fulgentins radiant. Plin. I. x. c. 20. 


Page 96. Tho' ffrong the bawh tho' praffis d well to 
$4 Thnanus (de Re Accip.)- mentions a hawk that 
few from Paris to London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its ſwiſtaeſs, made 
their (ymbol for the wind ; for which reaſon we may 


Wn od of-aies bs Beer 


- Ibid. Thence wide o'er nature tales ber a 
nut oben ſhe is ſo high in air, that man cannot ſec her, 
he can diſcern the ſmalleſt 6M under water. My: au- 
ke deſcribes, and ſeems to have been a-natu = - 


Page 97. Lr thew how many moons, by me 
affen'd, etc ] The meaning of this queſtion is:'know'(t 
then the time and circumſtances of their bringing forth? 
ordinary in it; but the circumſtances had ſome- 
thing peculiarly expreſſive of God's providence, which 
makes the queſtion proper in this place. Pliny ob- 
frees, chat the hind with young is by inftins diteftcd 
birth, eee 
3 „ 
A ber a 


Vol. ll. 


1 
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ſcription of the horſe is the moſt celebrated of anyph 
the poem. There is an excellent critique on it int 
Guardians. I ſhall there fote only obſerve, that, i 


deſeription. as in other parts of this ſpeech, our wiſh 
tranſlation has much more ſpirit than the Sept 


it always takes the original in the moſt poetitil a 
Sug r 


Hebrew itſelf, fall beneath it. 
Page 99. By the pale 'mo0n they take their Au 


round, etc. Purſuing their prey by nicht is tel 
' moſt wild beaſts, particularly the lion, Pfal. civ. * 


he -Arabians have one among their 500 names forth 
which ſignifies the hunter by moon-ſhine. 
Page 100. He finks « river, aud be thirfts again, as] 
pit glaciale caput, quo fuctus anbelam 
Ferre ſtim Python, amnemgque avertere ponts. - 


7M Stat. Thed. . 


Vai ſhivis tegeret montes, benririt Kats 1 


Fi, ete. Claud. Pracf. ini 
Let not then this hyperbole ſeem too much free 
_ eaſtern poet, though ſome commentators of name find 


hard in this place for u new coaſtruQtion, through is 1 


ol it. ; 7 
. wid. Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful ſds dc 
The taking the Crocodile is moſt difficult. Did 
tays they are not to be taken but by iron nets. Wa 


Auguſtus conquered Egypt, he ſtruck a medal, the- 


| preſs of which was a Crocodile chain d to a palm, 5 


; with this inſcription, Nemo antea relegavit. 
. 
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Hales to a cuſtom of this creature which is, when ſat- 
uh fiſh. to come aſhore, and ſleep among the.ceeds. 
die 101 | ö # 
he pawns, bis ſpacious jaws fold, etc.] The 
ile mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 


in Pliny, fr datum os. Martial ſays to his old w- 


ms 

Gum compar ata riffibus tut ora 
ans babes crocodilus anguſta. 

> bid Fate iſſues from is jaws in fireams of fire] 
Nu too is nearer truth than at firſt view-may be ima - 
gined. The crocodile, fay the naturaliſts, lying long 
[under water, and being there forced to hold its breath, 
when it emerges, the breatlHong repreſt is hot, and 


n out fo violently, that it reſembles fire and ſmoke. 


borſe ſuppreſſes not his breath by any means fo - 


| bag, neither is he ſo fierce and animated; yet the moſt 


ed of poets- ventures to uſe the fame metaphor - 
= wacerning him. | 


I this and the foregoing note | would caution againſt - 


i falſe opinion of the caſtern boldneſs, from paſſages 
nden ill underſtood. 3 


*** Page 103 Large is bis frond; and when bis bvaif's | 
, etc,] His eyes are like the eyelids of the morning. 1 


think this gives us as great an image of the thing it 
Wald expreſs, as can enter the thought of man. It is 


mie for the morning, which is the crocodile's eye, from - 


112 N O T E 8. | 
this paſſage, though no commentator I have ſeen ng 
tions i it. It is eaſy toconceive how the Egyptians ſhoalf 


be both readers and admirers of the writings of Mag | 


whom [| ſuppoſe the author of this poem. 
I have obſerved already, that three or four of th 
creatures here deſcribed are Egyptian: the two hſtan 


notoriouſly ſo: they are the river-horſe and the cc 
dile, thoſe celebrated inhabitants of the Nile, and ea, 


thoſe two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would 


have been expetted from an author more remote fron || 
that river than Moſes, in a eatalague of creatures y- 


duced to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the 


two largeſt works of his hand, viz. the elephant ad | 


the whale: this is ſo natural an expectation that fone 
commentators have rendered behemoth and leviathu 
the clephant and whale, though the deſcriptions in our 
author will not admit of it; but Moſes being (as we 
way well ſuppoſe) under au immediate terror of the 


hippopotamos and crocodile ſrom their daily miſchien 
and ravages around him, it is very accountable why he: 


ſhould permit thera to take place. 
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ON THR 
LAST DAY, 
THREE BOOKS. 
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K2 


| | Death's ancient ſceptre- broke, the teeming tomb, , 


rr 
LAST DAY. 
20 OK 1 


Iþſe pater, media nimborum in note, coruſen 
Terra tremit : fuʒere ferae; ct mortalia corda 
per gentes humilis ſtravit pavor.—— Vine. 


14 WIL others flag the fortune of the Passt 
I Empire and arms, and all the pomp of ſtate. 
/ | With Britain's hero et their ſouls on fire, . 

And grow immortal as his deeds inſpire, . 

1 draw a deeper ſcene : a ſcene that yields 

A louder trampet, and more dreadful fields ; | 
The world alarm'd, both earth and heav'n o'erthrowny, 
And gaſping nature's laſt tremendous groan ; 


"The righteous judge, and man's eternal doom. 
'Twixt joy and pain I view the bold defign,, 


Aud aſk my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of conſcious ſtars or ſun, . 
Is far beneath my-daring : I look down- 

—— orator 


ms THE LAST DAY. 1. 
This globe is for my verſe a narrow bound ; 1 
Attend me, all the glorious worlds around! — 
Ol all ye angels, howſoe er disjoin'd, i 
Of every various order, place, and kind, 4 

7 

* 


Hear, and aſſiſt, a feeble mortal's lays ; 
"Tis your — King [ ſtrive to praiſe. 

But chiefly thou, great Roler! Lord of all! at 
Before whoſe throne archangels proſtrate fall 
If at thy nod, from diſcord, and from night, 7 
Sprang beauty, and yon ſparkling worlds of light, 
'Exalt een me; all inward tumults quell; 2 
The clouds and darkneſs of my mind diſpell; q 
To my great ſubject thou my breaſt inſpire, 1 
And wiſe my lab' ring ſoul with equal fire. 

Man, hear thy brow aloft, view ev'ry grace | 
In God's great offspring, beauteous nature's face: 
Bee ſpring's gay bloom; fee golden autumn's ſtore; 7 
See how earth ſmiles, and hear old ocean roar. | 

Leviathans but heave their cumbrous mail 4 
it makes a tide, and wind-bound navies fail. iu 
Here, foreſts riſe, the mountains awful pride: 
Here, rivers meaſure climes, and worlds divide: | 


There, vallies fraught with gold's reſplendent ſeeds, $ 
Hold kings, and kingdoms fortunes, in their beds; +} (A 
There to the ſkies, aſpiring hills aſcend, bi 
And into diſtant lands their ſhades extend. or: 
View cities, armies, fleets; of fleets the pride, ] Wh 
St e Europe's law, in Albion's channel ride. d 
View the whole earth's vaſt landſkip uncouſin d, I Whi 
Or view in Britain all her glories join d. | os} And 
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THE LAST DAY. BI. ug 
Then let the firmament thy wonder raiſe; + 
"Twill raiſe thy wonder, but tranſcend thy praiſe, 
How far from caſt to weſt? the labouring eye 
Can ſcarce the diſtant azure bounds deſcry : 
Wide theatre ! where tempeſts-play at large, 


| And God'vright-hand can all its wrath diſcharge. 
Mark how thoſe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 


Call forth the ſcaſons, and the year controuls 
They ſhine thro time, with an unalter'd ray: 
zee this grand period riſe, and that decay: 

$ vaſt, this world's a grain; yet myriads grace, 


With golden pomp, the throng'd ethereal ſpace 
| $6 bright, with ſuch a wealth of glory ſtor d, 


| 'Twere ſin in heathens not to have ador'd. 


How great, how firm, how ſacred, all appears! 


| How worthy an immortal round of years! 


47 Þ Yet all muſt drop, as autumn's ſicklieſt grain, 
Aud earth and firmament be ſought in vain: 


The track forgot where conſtellations ſhone, 
Or where the ſtewarts fill'd an awful throne; 
Time ſhall be lain, all nature be deſtroy d, 


| Nor leave an atom in the mighty void. 


Sooner, or later, in ſome future date, 

(A dreadful ſeeret in the book of fate l) - 
This hour, for augbt all human wiſdom knows, 

Or when ten thouſand harveſts more have roſe; 
When ſcenes are chang'd on this revolving earth, 
Old empires fall, and give new empires birth; 
While other Bourbons rule in other lands, 
Ard (if man's Gn forbids not) other Annes 
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While the fill buſy world is treading o'er 
The paths they trod five thouſand years before, 
' Thoughtleſs as thoſe who now life's mazcs run, | 
Of earth Ame d, or an extinguiſh'd ſun : 
(Ye ſublunary worlds, awake, awake! 
Ye rulers of the nations, hear, and ſhake!) 
Thick-clouds of darkneſs (ball ariſe on day z 
In ſadden night all earth's dominions lay 
lmpetuous winds the ſentter d foreſts rend: 
Eternal mountains, like their cedars, bend; 
The valleys yawh, the troubled ocean roar, 
And break the bondage of his wonted ſhore ; 
A fanguine ſtain the filver moon o er ſpread; 
Ss eds of Goin bowie 
From inmoſt hear'n inceſſant thunders roll, 
And the-ſtrong echo bound from pole to pole. 
| When, lo, a mighty trump, one half conceal: , 
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Ia clouds, one half to mortal eye reveal'd, 
Shall pour a dreadful note; the piercing call 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball; | 
u' extended circuit of creation ſhake, 
The living die with fear, the dead awake. 
| Oh pow'rful blaſt! to which no equal ſound __. 
| Did Cer the frighted car of nature wound, 9 
Tho rival clarions have been ſtrain'd on higb, 
And kind''d wars immortal thro' the ſky, | 
Tho' God's whole enginery diſcharg'd, and all. 
| The rebel angels bellow'd in their fall. 
Sat ory 
E nts le Betis! 
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| And raiſe from ſilent graves the trembling dead.;. 
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Net folded arms, and flackneſs of the mind, ; 
an promiſe for the ſafety of mankind: 

Kone are ſupinely good: thro? care and pain, 

And various arts, the ſteep aſcent ve gain. 

This is the ſcene of combat, not of reſt, 

Man's is laborious happineſs at beſt ; 


ds this fide death his dangers never ceafe, 


Kis joys are joys of conqueſt, not of peace. 
If then, obſequinus to the will of fate, 


aud bending to the terms of human ſtate, , 


When guilty joys invite us to their arms, 

When beauty ſmiles or grandeur ſpreads her charmg, , 
The conſcious ſoul would this great ſcene diſplay, 

Gill dowa th' immortal hoſts in dread array, 


lach deep impreſſion would the picture make, 
No pow'r on earth her firm reſolve could ſhake 3 
lang d with angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
Aud look. regardleſs down on fea and lande 


| Net proſſer d worlds her ardour could reſtrain, 


And death might (bake his threat'ning lance in vain! 
And danger ſerve but to exalt delight. 

laſtructed thus to ſhun the fatal ſpring, 
Whence flow the terrors of that day I fingz 


More boldly we our labours may purſue, 


And all the dreadful image ſet to view. 
The ſparkling eye, the ſleek and painted hem: 


| The larailh'd Ralk, "0 wok, ans 


n THE LAST DAY. . 

| All that is lovely in the noxious ſnake, - 
Prosokes our fear, and bids us fire the brake: 
The ſting once drawn, his goiltleſs beauties ti: 


In pleaſing luſtre, and detuin our eyes; 191.0 
We view with joy, what once did horror move, 
And ſtrong averſion ſoftens into love. vl 


Say then, my muſe, hem diſmal ſcenes " 
Frequent at tombs, and in the reatms of night; * 1 
Say, melancholy maid, if bold to dare. "ey 
The laſt extremes of terror and deſpair : ad 
Oh ſay, what change on earth, what heart In man; 
This blackeſt moment ſince the world began. 


Ah moarnful turn! the bliful earth, who late | 


At leiſure on her axle roll'd in ſtate: | 
While thouſand golden planets knew no ren 
Still onward in their circling journey preſt ; | 
A. grateful change of. ſeaſons ſome to bring, . 
And ſweet viciffitude of fall and ſpring : 
Some thro* vaſt oceans to eondutt the keel, 
And ſome thoſe watry worlds to fink, or ſwells 
Around her ſome their ſplendors-to difplay, 
And gild her globe with tributary day: 
This world ſo treit, of joy the bright abode, "= 
Heav'n's darling child, and fav 'rite of her God, OY 
Now looks an exile from her father's care, 
 Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and deſpair. * 
No ſun in radiant glory ſhines on high : 
No light, but from the terrors of the ſky? 
Fall'n are her mountains, her fam'd rivers loft, 
3 | 
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"6 | One univerſal ruin ſpreads abroad :; 
-f | Nothing is ſaſe beneath the throne of Ga. 2 
I goch. earth, thy fate: what then canſt thay afford 
J Man, baughty lard of all beneath the mon, 
4 |} How muſt he bend his ſoul's ambition down ? 
% froltrate, the reptile awn, and diss 
*. | His boaſted Nature, and aſſuming brow ? 
+.) | Chim kindred with the clay, and curſe bis form, 
iT |} That ſpeaks diſtinion- from bis ſiſter worm? 
77 } What dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade? 
i } Lord, why doſt thou forſake, whom thou haſt made? 
mo can ſuſtain thy anger! who can ſtand 
4 } Beneath the terrors of thy lifted hand? 
nu bes the reach of thought; ob ſave me, Paw'r 
Of pow'rs ſupreme, in that tremendous hour! 
--7 | Thou who beneath the frown af fate haſt ſtood, 
ul in thy dreadful agony ſweat blood ; 
I Thou, who for me. thro every throbbing vein, 
+ | Halt felt. the keeneſt edge of mortal pain: 
i | Wham death led captive through the realms below, 
Aud taught thaſe horrid myſteries of woe; 
I Defend me, O my God! O fave me. Pow'r 
© | Of pow'rs ſypreme, in that tremendous hour 
4 From eaſt to weſt they fly, from pole to line, 
I lnploring ſhelter from the wrath divine; 
Ines to wrap, or whelming ſeas to ſwcep, 
| Orrocks to yawn, compaſſionatcly deep: 
- | * aſt the monſter forth to meet his doom, 
| And rocks but priſon up ior wrath to come. 


* 
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So fares a traitor to an earthly crown; 7 
While death fit- threat'ning in bis prince's fromm, 
His heart's diſmay'd ; and now his fears 
To chang: his native for à diſtant land: I 
Bwift orders fly, the king's ſevere decree * 
Stands in the channel, and locks up the fea; 
The port he ſeeks obedient to her lord, | 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted ſword. 
But why this idle toil to paint that day? 


This time-elaborately thrown away ? i 


Words all in vin pant after the diſtreſs, 


The height of eloquence would make it leſs; a 


Heavens! how the good man trembles? A 
And is there a Laſt Day? and muſt there con 


A ſure,” a fix'd, inexorable doom? 1 
Ambition ſwell, and, thy proud fails to ſhow, . 


Take all the winds that vanity can blow: 
Wealth on a golden mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either hand; 


Spread all thy purple cloſters, tempting vine, 


And thou, more dreaded foe, bright beauty, ſhines | 


Shine all: in all your charms together riſe ; 
That all, in all your charms, I may deſpiſe, 
While I mount upward oh a ſtrong deſire, 


Borne, {ike Elijah, in a car of fire. 4 
in hopes of glory to be quite involry'd! + 


To fmile at death ! to long to be diſſolv d! 


From our decays a pleaſure to receive! 


And kindle into tranſport at a grave! 
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© | Their hearts, thro? fear and anguiſh melt away; 


Creation aught, but God and my own ſoul. 
Wall things inanimate my conduct blame, 
| In folid heaps th' unfronen billows fand. 
- Nay, the dire monſters that infeſt the flood, 

| His will can calm, their ſavage tempers bind, 
And turn to mild proteQtors of mankind 


u the deep chambers of the gloomy main; 


Aud all the warring winds tumultuous rife; + 


| When death draws near, che mariners aghaſt, = 
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What equals this? And ſhall the victor now 

Yoaſt the proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
Rifigion ! Oh thou cherub, hearv'nly bright! 

Oh joys unmix'd, and fathomleſs delight! 
Thou, Thou art all; nor find I in the whole 


For ever then, my foul, thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute creation praiſe him more. 


And fluſh my conſcious cheek with fpreading ſhame? 
They all for him purſue, or quit, their end ; 


To reſt and filence aw'd by his command : 


Did not the prophet this great truth maintain 


When darkneſs round him all her horrors ſpread, 
And the loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head: 


When now the thunder roars, the lightning flics, 


When now the foaming furges, toaſt on high, 
Diſcloſe the fands beneath. and touch the fky; 


Their courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 


_—_ 


226 THE LAST DAY. Bt 


Nor tears, nor pray rs, the tempeſt can appeaſe; 
Now they devote. their treaſure-to the ſazs;— * 
Unload their ſhatter d barque, tho' richly fravghty 
And think the hopes of life are cheaply. bought; *! 
With gems and told; but ob, the ſtorm fo high!" 
Nor gems nor gold the hopes of-life can; buy, + 


| The trembling.prophet then, themſelves to fave,” 


They hegglong plunge into the bring wave; 
Down he daſcends, and, booming. oer his heady. ©: 
The billaws cloſe; be's nymber'd. vieh cha. dd. 


(Hear, Que juſh? attend. ye.vintwans t 


Aod the, bright. paths of picty purer) 
Lo! the great Ruler of the, world, from: high, 
Looks ſmiling daws with a propitious eye, 
Covers his ſJaryant with his; gracious, band, 
And bids tempeſinous nm lest fta e 
Commands: tha peagcful waters to give pleca 
Or kindly fald him in, a ſuſt, embmee: - . 
He brjdles.in,the monſters of, the deop:: F 
The bridled monſters awinl:difiance-kecps: 
Forget. their. hunger, while. they view. bein. prope: © 
And guilzleſs, gaze... and round the firanger-ploye.” * 
Bug, ſtill / atiſe new,wonderss natur e Lond: © 
Scnds forth int the deep. his pon word. 
And calls the great leniathans the S e © 
Leviathan atzeadyin all bis: ſixes; : | 
E xults, far, joys, n with 3 ischt bound! 
Makes jhe,Jeg ſhake, and head and.carth defeat 
Blackens then rs with the s iſung fand 


And diycs-zalt billew to the. diſtan land. 


Tre 
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As yawns an earthquake, when impriſon'd air 
Ales for vent, and lays the centre bare, 

The whale expands his jaws enormous ſize; 

The prophet views the cavern with ſurprize ;- 

M-afures his monſtrous teeth, afar deſcry'd, 

And.colls his wond'ring eyes from ſide to fide: 


aa takes paſſeſſion of the ſpacious ſeat, 


And fails ſecure within the dark retreat. - 
Now is he plecas'd the northern blaſt to bear, 
Aud hangs on liquid mountains. void of fear; 
Or falls immer: d into the depths below, 
Where the dead ſilent waters never flow ; 
To the foundations of the hills eonvey d, 
Dwells in the oel Wing monntain's dread full ſalucle: 
Where plummet never reach'd, he draws his breath, 


And glides ſerenely thro' the paths of death. 


Two wond'rous days and nights thro' coral groves, 


me habyriaths of rocks and ſands, he roves 1 


When the third morning with its level rays 

The mountains gilds, and on the biltows plays, 
| ſers the king of waters rife and pour 

Hi facred gueſt on-injur'd on the more: 

A type of that great blefing, which the muſe. 


ls her next labour àrdently purſtes. 


- bs 


THE 


: 


L AS o D A v 


BOOK u - 


— edere{ſpuev 5c Haag eds = 
ane, creme ee d. huet rr 


; a 
- 
: p * wh 
| 1 ** 
* 


o. hope, that the departed will rife again this 


immortal. 
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Nom man ester and from his Gent bed, 4 
Where he bas flept for ages, lifts his head: 


Shakes off the lumber of ten thouſand years, . 
And on the borders of new worlds appears. f| 
Whate er the bold, the raſh, adventure coſt + A 
In wide eternity I dare be loſt. 48 m 
The muſe is wont in narrow bounds to ſing. + 1 m 
To teach the ſwain, or celebrate the king. Ot 
I graſp the whole, no more to parts conſin d, 1 | H 
1 lift my voice, and ſing to human kind: # v 
I ſing to men and angels; angels join, 3 W 
While fach the theme, their fared fongs wh wh | Th 
Again the trumpet's intermitted found * 11 


7 
1 


Ralls the wide circuit of creation round, | 
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An univerſal concourſe to prepare ; 

Of all that ever breath's the vital air 2 us 
hi fe wide Geld; which alive whichelons Toerp . 
Dive cities, forefts, mountains to 

To ſmooth and lengthen out th* uobounded ſpace 
And an area for all human race. 
— monuments prove faithful to their traſt, . 


Now charnels rattle; ſenttet d limbs, and all 
The various bones, obſ:quious to the call, 
Bod, advance; the neck perhaps to meet: 


we diſtant head; the diſtant legs the feet. 


Dreadful to view, ſee thro' the duſky fy. 
-Fragments of bodies. in confuſion iy, 


| To diſtant regivns journeying there to claim 


When the world bow'd to Rome's almighty fword, . 
Rome bow'd-to-Porey, and confch'd her lord. 
Yet one day loſt, this deity below | 
Became the ſcorn'and-pity of his foe. 


His blood a traĩtor s ſacrifice was made, - 
| if And ſmok d indignaat on a ruffian's blade. 
| Nothumper's found, no gafping army's yell, 


Obſcuee his fall! all — — 


| His trunk wis caſt to periſh on the ſhore ! 


While Joirbs frown'd the bloody monſter dead, 

Who brought the world in his great rival's head. 

This Ser d head and trunk (ball join once more, 

Tho realms now'riſe een, and oceans roar, ; 
EE 
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Or fix'd in earth, or if afloat in air, _ 
Obey the ſignal wafted in the wind, # 
And not ene iceping atom lag behind. _— 
80 ſwarming bees, that on a ſummer's dar- 
In airy rings, aud wild meanders play, = 


The body thus renew'd, the conſcious foul, * 
Which has perhaps been flutt' ring near the pole 


Or hover'd o'er where her pale corpſe was laid: 
Or rather coaſted on her final tate, * 4M 
And fear'd or wiſh'd for, her appointed fate: - 
This ſoul, returning with a conſtant flame, . 
No weds for ever her immortal frame. 1 
Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, - - 
The ſprings maintain an everlaſting round. 


Or midſt the burning planets wond'ring ſtray'd, 4 
'2# 


1A: 
Thus a frail model of the work deſign d 1 


Firſt takes a copy of the builder's mind, 
Before the ſtructure firm with laſting oak, 


And marble bowels of the folid rock, 2 
Turns the ſtrong arch, and bids the columns riſe # 
And bear the lofty palace to the ſkies ; 1 
- The wrongs of time enabled to ſurpaſs, 11 
With bars of adamant, and ribs of braſs. + 


A 
That ancient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * a 8 
— ES heroes ce % 


. Weſtminſter-abbey, ; . 


The trumpet s ſound each fragment mote ſhall hear, 
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From camps, and courts, tho' great, or wiſe, or juſt, 
| To feed the worm, and moulder into duſt ; 
That folemn manſion of the royal dead, 
Where paſſing flaves o'er fleeping monarchs tread, . 
Now populous o'crflows: a numerous race | 
Of riſing kings fill all th' extended ſpace: 
Alife well ſpent, nat the victorious ſword, . 
Awards the crown, and ſtiles the greater lord. 
Labours with man to this his ſecond birth z | 
E where gay palaces in pomp ariſe, 
Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unreſpected bones 
Support the pride of their luxurious ſons, 
The moſt magnificent and coſtly dome 
k but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No ſpot. on earth, but has ſupply d a grave, 
And human ſkulls the ſpacious ocean pave. 
All's full of man: and at this dreadful turn, 
The ſwarm ſhall iſſue, and the hive ſhall burn. 
Not all at once, nor in like mannes, rife : 
Some lift with pain their low unwilling eyes: 
| Shrjak backward from the terror of the light, 
Ad bleſs the grave, and call for laſting night. 
| Others, whoſe long-attempted virtue ſtood 
Fixt as a rock, and broke the ruſhing flood, 
_ Whoſe firm reſolve, nor beauty could melt down, | 
Ver raging tyrants from their paſture frown z 
Loch, in this day of horrors, ſhall be ſeen 
To face the thunder with a godlike mien; 
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The centre ſhakes, their hearts difdain to mover 


An cauh diſſolving, and a beav's thrown wide, 


q 
+ 
A yawning gulph, and fends on every fade, 4 
Serene they view, impatient of delay, 4 
And bleſs the dawn of everlaſting day. 9 
Here greatneſs proſtrate falls; there, firengely yh 
Here, lazars ſmile; there, beauty hides ber face. 
Chriſtians, and Jews, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, : 
A blended throng, one undiſtinguiſi d band. 
Some who, perhaps, by mutual wounds expir d, 


4 
4 


With zcal for their diſtin& perſuaſions fir d, 


In mutual friendſhip their long. lumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's love partake. ' 
But none are fluſh'd.wirki: brighter joy, or, warm 
With juſter confidence, enjoy the ſtorm, 9 
Than thoſe, whoſe pious bountics- unconfin's, + 
Have made them pablic fathers of mankind, * 
In that. Mluſtrious rank, what: ſhining light 
With ſuch: diſtinguiſh'd: glory fills my ſight A 
Bend down,. my: grateful mule, that homage- ſboa, 
Which: to ſueh worthicsy thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham! Fox! Chichley ! trail, illuſtrious | names; 
Who to: far diftint times diſpenſe your beams; 
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Al al, thrice honour'd! Twas your great renown. 


To bleſs a people, and oblige a crown. 

And now you riſe, eternally to ſhine, t 
Kternally to drink the rays divine. 
.,Jndulgent God! Oh how ſhall mortal raiſe 
His foul to due returas of grateful praiſe, 
For bounty ſo profuſe to human kind, 

Thy wond'rons gift of an eternal mind? 
Shall 1, who, ſome few years ago, was lcfs 
Than worm, or mite, or ſhadow can expreſs, 
Was Nothing; ſhall I live, when ev'ry fire 
And ev ry ſtar ſhall languiſh and expire? 


| When carth's no more, ſhall I ſurvive above, 


And-thro' the radiant files of angels move? 

Or, as before the throne of God I ſtand, 

bee new worlds rolling from his ſpacious hand, 
Where our adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 

As we now tell how Michael ſuntz or fought? 
All that bas being in full concert join, 


Aud celebrate the depths of Love Divine! 


But ohl before this bliſsful late, before 


Th' aſpiring ſoul this wond'rous height can ſoars = 


The judge, deſcending, thunders from afar, 


1 Aud all, mankind is ſummon'd to the bar. 


This mighty ſcene I next preſume to draw 2. 


| Attend, great Anna, with religious awe. 


Expect not hete the known ſucceſsful arts 
To vin attention, and command our hearts: 
Fijian, be far away ; let no machine 


. . 
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Behold the God of gods inderd deſcend, - 
And worlds unnumber'd his approach attend! 
Lol the wide theatre, whoſe ample ſpace 
Muſt entertain the whole of human race, 
At heav'n's all pow'rful edi is prepar'd, 
And ſene'd around with an immortal guard. 
Tribes. provinces, dominions, worlds, o'crflow = 
The mighty plan, and deluge all below: 
And erv'ry age, and aation, pours along ; 
Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the throng 2 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt ſon; no fign 
Of all thoſe ages, which their births dis join. 
How empty learning, and how vain is art, 
But as it mends the life, and guides the heart ? 


«a 


4 : "> g 
8 $64 wad 


_— 


What volumes have been ſwell d. what time been ſpent, | 


To fix a hero's birth day, or dcfcent ? 1 
What joy muſt it ao yield, what rapture raiſe, 
To ſee the glorious race of ancient days? = 
Illoſtrious on record brfore the flood? 
Alas! a neater care your foul demands. 
Caeſar an- noted in your prefence ſtands. 

How vaſt the concourſe! not in number more 
The waves that break on the reſounding ſhore, 
"The leaves that tremble in the ſhady grove, 
The lamps that zild the ſpaogled vnults above: 
Thoſe overwhelming 'armies, whoſe-command 
Said to one empire, Falt; another Stand: 
Whoſe rear lay wrapt in night, while breaking dawn | 
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| Great Nernes world in arms, proud Cannae's field, 
| Where Carthage taught victorious Rome to yicld, 


(another blow had broke the fates decree, 
And earth bad. wanted ber fourth monarchy). 
immortal Benbeim, fam'd Ramillia's hoſt, 
They all ane here, and here they: all are · loſt t 
Their millions ſwell to be diſcern d in vain, . 
Loſt as a billow- in: th* unbounded main. | 
For judgment, judgment, ſons of men, prepare 
Earth ſhakes anew; | hear her groans profound; z: 
And hell through all her trembling .realms reſaund. 
doe er thov: att, thou greateſt por of cath, 
Heft with moſt equal planets at thy bintRk : 


Moſt realms united in one common lord; 


Who, on the day-of txwmpb; faidſt; Be thine - 


| The mies, Jehovah, all this world is mine: 


Dare nqtt0:lift thine eye Alas my muſe, 
How art thou loſt? hat numbers eanſt thou chuſe? © 
Avadden/bluſk inflamer-the waving s, 


Aud naw: the crimſon curtains open fly z 
Il far within, and far above all- height, 


Whererheav'n's great ſovereign reits in ieee, 
nes nature be informs, and. with one re 5 


| Shot frommhis:eys, dees all. her works ſurvey, . 


Crates, fapports,:confounds!: where time · and placs, 


nter, and: forms amdfortune; life! and trace, 
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Whence he beholds us vagrant- emmets cal 7 
At random on this air-ſuſpended ball! 
* - (Speck of creation :) if he poar one breath, 
The babule breaks, and tis cternal- death. 
Thence iſſuing | behold (but mortal fight 
Saſtains' not ſuch a ruſhing ies of light ) 
I ſce, on an empyreal flying throne 
 Sublimely rais'd, heav'n's everlaſting Son ; 
Crown'd with that majeſty, which form d the 
And the gad rebel flaming downward burl'd. / 


Virtue, dominion, praiſe, omnipotence,, 1 
| Support the train of their triumphant prince. 7 


A one, beyond: the thought of angels bright, 
„„ r 
Might ſhades the folemn arches of his brows, | 
And in his check the purple morning glows. + 
Where e er ſerene, he turns propitious eyes, ( 
Or ve. expect, or find, a paradiſe: * 
But if reſentment reddens their mild beams, - 
The Eden kindles, and the world's in flames, f 
N » N 
On one, the ſword of juſtice, fiercely bright. 
Now bend the knee in ſport, — 
| Now tell the ſcourg'd impoſtor he ſhall bleed!--'i 


Thus glorious thro' the courts of heav'n, the four | 


Of life and death eternal bends his core; 
| Loud thunders round him roll, and lightnings play, 
Th' angelic hoſt is rang'd in bright array: ; 


Some tach the ring, ſome ſtrike the ſounding bd 


| And mingling voices in rich concerts well; © 
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Yow chang'd from him, who meekly proſtrite laid, - 
ard to waſh the feet himſelf had made ? ?? 
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— bleſt with ſach a rain, 


Could Satan hear, he were a god again. 
— Triumphant king of glory! foul of bliG! - 
What a ſtupendous turn of fate is this? 


| ol Whither art thou rait'd above the ſcorn > 


And indigence of him in Bethlem born ; 


And but a ſecond to the ſodder d beaſt ? 


From him who was betray'd, forſook, deny d, {dy'd; 
Vept, languiſh'd, pray d, bled, thirſted, groan'd, and 
Hung piere d and bare, infulted by the foe, © 


| All heaven in tears above, carth unconcern'd below 


And was't enough to bid the ſun retire? ; 
Why dd not nature at thy groan expire? 
I fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine; 


| The world is vaniſh'd, I am wholly thine. - 


Miſtaken Caiaphas! Ab! which blaſphem'd; : 


| Thou, or thy pris'ner? which fall be condemn'd ? - 


Deep are the horrors of eternal flame! RY 
But God is goed! tis wondrous all!. en he - 


| Thou gav'ſt to death, ſhame, torture, dy d for thee, . | 
From earth full twice a planetary TOA”. 5 


| Wk ample foot the ſoclling billows found, = 


Voz, Il, N 
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Theſe an immeaſarable arch ſupport, . 
The grand tribunal of this awful court. &* 
Sheets of bright azure, from the pureſt (ky, T1 


Stream from the cryſlal arch, and round the column 
Death, wrapt in chains, low at the baſis lies, lu. 
And on the point of his own arrow dies. I 
Here bigh elithrod'd th" eternal jedge is plac'd; 
With all the grandevt of his godhead grad; 
Stars on his robes in beanteous order meet, „ 
And the ſun buttis beneath bis awful feet. 85 
Now adi arcliangel eminently bright, 
From off his ſibver ſtaff of wond'rons height, 
Unfurls the Chriſtian flag, which waving flies, 
And ſhits and opens mort than half the ſkies 2 
The croſs ſo Rrong a red, it ſheds a ſtain, | 
Where-e'er it floats; on earth, and air, and j 
Fluſhes the hill, and ſets on fire the wood, #9 
And turns the deep dy'd beean into blood. 6 
Oh formidable glory! dreddful bright? *| 
Refvigent torture to the uilty ſig © | 
Ah turn; tinwary muſe, nor date reveal We: 
What horrid thoughts with the polluted dwell: _ 
Say not, (ta make ihe fun ſhrink in bis beam) 
Dare hot aim; they wiſh it all a dream; 
Wiſh, or thelr fouls way with theit limbs decay = 
Or God be ſpbil's bf his eternal ſway, 
But cadher; A thou know'Iit the means, unfold — 
How they with trav{port might the ſcene behold. : 
Ah how ! but by repentance, by 4 mind 4 
Qick, and ſebere its un offence to fird? 


_ 


. . — 1 * — 


0 


+ | * That flame to tempeſt, and that tempeſt tame : 


And on the boundleſs of thy goodnels calls. 
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By tears, and groans, and never-ceaſia care, 

And all the pious violence of pray'r ? : 

uus then, with fervency till now unknown, 
|-caſt my heart before th eternal throne, 

ln chis great temple, which the ſkies ſurround, 


For homage to its lord a narrow. bound.. 


© 0 thou! whoſe ballance does the mountains weigh, 
© Whoſe will the wild tumultuous ſeas obey, 
« Whoſe breath can turn thoſe watry worlds to lame, 


« Barth's meaneſt ſon, all trembling, proſtrate falle, 


* Oh! give the winds all paſt. offence to ſweep, 
To ſcatter wide, or bury in the deep: | 
Thy pow'r, my weakaeſs, may I ever ſee, 

And wholly dedicate my foul to. thee : | 
Reign o er my will; my paſſion's ebb and flow 
At thy command; nor human motive know; 

* If anger-boil, let anger be my praiſe, 

And fin the graceful indignation raiſe. 

My love be warm to ſuccour the diſtreſs d, 


And lift the burden from the ſoul oppreſi d. 


*Oh may my underſtanding ever read 8 


This glorious volume, which thy wiſdom made! 


* Who decks the maiden ſpring with e pride? © : 
* Who calls forth ſummer, like a ſparkling bride? | 


_ | © Who joys the mother autumn's bed to crown ? 
| | © And bids old winter lay her honours down ? 


Not the great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 
* arditreſs of peace and war. 
M 2 . 
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. 
© To bring th' eternal author to my, mind? 
When occans roar, or awful thuaders roll, - 
* May thoughts of thy dread vengeance ſhake my foul 
© Whey carth's ia bloom, = p— © ads 
* Adore my heart, the Majeſty divine! _ 
Tho erv'ry ſcene of life, or peace, or war, 
Plenty, or want, thy glory be my care ! £5 
* Shine we in arms? or ſing beneath our vine? 
© Thine is the vintage, and the conqueſt thine ? 
© Thy pleaſure points the ſhaft, and bends the beg 
The cluſter blaſts, or bids it brightly glow: ?: 
II thou that lead'ſt our pow'rful armies forth, 
© And gir'ſt great Anne thy ſceptre o'er the not 
Grant [ may ever, at the morning ray, 
© Open with pray'r the conſecrated day; 
Tune thy great praiſe, and bid my foul ariſe, | 
* And with the mounting fan aſcend tho ſuies : 
© As that advances, let my foul improve, & 
And glow with ardour of conſummate love; 
© Nor ceaſe at eve, but with the ſetting ſun 134 
© My. eudleſi worſhip. ſhall be till begun. . 
E r fs ng 
To facred thought may forcibly invite. 
© When this world's ſhut, and awful planets riſe, | 
© Call on our minds, and raiſe them to the ſkies; 
© Compoſe our ſouls with a leſs dazzling ſight, 
And ſhew all nature im a milder light; 
hw crane tale theke bs alas Gbbicel 
© How the ſmooth d ſpirit into goaducſs glides! ? 


i To the bright palace of the Lord of day; 
r leagues of friendſbip with his faints renew. 


| © While 1 long vigils to its founder keep! 


© Can'ſt thou not ſhake the centre? Oh 


| © Sgbdue by force, the rebel in my ſoul: 


N 
* tumults of my blood: 


40 may I pant for thee in each deſire! 


© And with ſtrong faith foment the holy fire! 


© Which in eternity's deep boſom lies 
© At the great day of recompence behold, 


| ©. Devoid of fear, the fatal book unfold ! 


© From age to age, my grateful ſong 8 


My light, my life, my God, my ſaviour ſee, 
41 rival angels in the praiſe of Thee.” | 
13 
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BOOK III. 


PHB book unfolding th reſplendent Gar 1 


Of ſaints and angels; the tremendous fate 
Of guilty fouls; the gloomy realms of woe; * 


And all the horrors of the world below; +7 | 


I next preſume to fing : what yet remains 21 
Demands my laſt, but moſt exalted ſirains. 
And let the Muſe or now aſſect the ſky, 2 
Or in inglorious ſhades for ever lic. - 2 bad 
She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd fo near the goal: . 


She mounts, ſhe gains upon the ſtarry peer | Þ 


The world grows leſs as ſhe purſues ber flight, 


And the fun darkens to her diſtant fight. 4 


Heaven op' ning, all its ſacred pomp diſplays, * 


And overwhelms her with the ruſhing blaze! ? | 


The triumph rings ! archangels ſhout around 1d 
And cchoing nature lengthens out the ſound} ) 
Teen thouſand trumpets now at once advance; 
- Now deepeſt ſilence lulls the vaſt expanſe: i 
| $o deep the ſilence, and.fo ſtrong the blaft, 


As nate ar d, when the bad groan'd her 


—— — we - * 
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Nor man, nor angel, moves; the Judge on hith 
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round, ahd with his gloryvfills the ſkys - 
on the fatal book his hand he lays; 

Which high to view ſupporting ſeraphs raiſe; 

in folemra form the rituals are prepar'd, . 

The ſeal is broken, and a groan is heard. 

And thou, my ſoul, (ob fall to ſudden pray'r,. 

And let the thought fink deep !) ſhalt thou be there? 


A See on the. left (for by the great command 


The throng divided falls on either hand ;) 

How weak how pale, how baggard, how obſcene, 
What more than death in ev'ry face and mien ? 
Vith what diſtreſs, and glarings of affright, 
They ſhock the heart, and turn away the fight? 
In gloomy orbs their trembling eye-balls roll, 
And tell the horrid ſecrets of the ſoul. 


Lach geſture mourns, esch look is black with care, 
Aud ev'ry groan is loaden with deſpair. 


Reader, if guilty, ſpare the muſe, and find | 85 
A truer image pitur'd in thy mind. | 
Shogld'ſt thou behold thy brother, father, wiſe, 


And all the ſoft companions of thy life, 


Whoſe blended int'reſts levell'd at one aim, 
Whoſe mix d deſires ſent up one common flame, 


_ Divided far; thy wretched ſelf alone 


Caſt on. the-left, of all whom thou haſt known ; 
How would it wound? what millions wouldſt thou gire 
For one more trial, one more day to live? 

Flang back in time r, 3 moment's ſpace, 

To pſp with cogernelh the means of r 


244 THE LAST DAY. m. 


And in that moment to redcem an age? 
Drive back-the tide, ſuſpend a ſtorm in air, 
Arreſt the fun; but ſtill of this deſpair. —_ «5 


Mark, on-the right, how amiable a grace! 


Their maker's image freſh in ev'ry face! 


What purple bloom my raviſh'd foul admires, . 


And their eyes ſparkling with immortal fires! _ 140 
Triumphant beauty! charms that riſe aboçe 


This world, and in bleſt angels kindle love! 


Ta the great Judge with boly pride they toro, 


And dare behold th'Almighty's anger burnz, —+ | 


Its flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its terror riſe, - -.- x 
And on the dread tribunal fix their eyes. * 
Are theſe the forms that moulder d in the duſt - - / 
Oh the tranſcendent glory of the joſt! !! 


Yet.ſtill ſome thin remains of fear and doubt, 
Th' infected brightneſs of their joy pollute. bit 

Thus the chaſte bridegroom, when the prieſt d 
Beholds his bleſſing with a trembling eye, K 
Feels doubtful paſſions throb in ev'ry vein, 
And in his cheeks are mingled joy and pain, | 
Leſt ſtill ome intervening chance ſhould riſe, 


Leap-forth at once, and-ſnatch the golden prize 3. ft 


; 

Inflame his woe, by bringing it ſo late, 24 
And ſtab him in the eriſis of bis fate. 7 8 
;Since Adam's family, from firſt to laſt, i 
Now into one diſtin ſurvey is caſt; 5 


Look wound, ee 


[ 
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From all eternity has fix'd his eye, 
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Look round, and ſeek the lights of human race, 
Whoſe ſhining acts time's brighteſt annals grace; 
Whoſe founded ſets; crowns conquer d, or reſign'd g 
Gave names to nations ; or fam'd empires joind; 


| Who rais'd the vale, and laid the mountain low z 


And taught obedient rivers where to flow: 


| Who with vaſt flects, as with a mighty chain, 


Could bind the madneſs of the roaring main : 
All loſt ? all undiſtinguiſh'd? no-where found? 
How. will this truth in Bourbon's palace ſound? 


That bour, on which th' Almighty King on highs 


Whether his right hand favour'd, area. 


j Continu'd, alter'd; threaten'd, or deſtroy'd ; 


bouthern or eaſtern ſceptre downward. hurl d, 
Gare north or weſt dominipn o'er the world ; 


| The point of time for which. the. world was built, 
| For which the blood of God bimfelf was ſpilt, 


That dreadful moment is arriv'd. 

Aloft, the ſeats of bliſs their pomp diſplay 
Brighter than brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh'd day; 
Leſs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night return'd with trophies won 2 - 


| Thro' heav'n's. high gates, when be triumphant rode; 


And ſhouting angels hail'd the. victor God. 
Hortors beneath, darkneſs in darkneſs, hell. 


| Of hell, where torments behind torments dwell; 
A furnace formidable, deep, and wide, 
- | Ocrboiling with a. mad ſulphurcous tide, 
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Expands its jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 8! 
And roars outrageous for the deflin'd prey. 4 
The ſons of light ſcarce unappall d look down, 
And nearer preſs heav'n's everlaſting throne, 
Such is the ſcene ; and one ſhort moment's ſpace 
Concludes the hopes and fears of human race, 
Proceed who dares) —1 tremble as lite: 
The whole creation ſwims before my ſights + 
I ſee, I ſee, the Judge's frowning brow ; 
Say not tis diſtant; I behold it now: vil 
F faint, my tardy blood forgets to flow, 5 
My ſoul recoils at the ſtupendous woe; * 
That woe, thoſe pants, which rom the git 
In theſe, or words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt, 
Who burſt the barriers of my peaceful grave? | 
Ahl cruel death, that would no longer ſave, © 
_ © Bat gradg'd me Cen the narrow dark abode, 
And caſt me out into the wrath of God; 7 
Where ſhrieks, the roaring flame, the rattling d 
And all the dreadful eloquence of pain, * 
Our only ſong; black fire s malignant light, 
The ſole refreſument of the blaſted fight. 
* Muſt ell thoſe powers, 'heav'n gave me to ſoppiy'* 
My fool with pleafure, and bring in. my joy, 
_ ©* Riſe up in arms againſt me, join the foe, 
* Scnſe, reaſon, memory, increaſe my woe? 
And ſhall my voice, ordain'd on hymns to dwell 
' © Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell!? 
Oh! muſt I look with terror on my gain, * 
* And with cxiſtcace only meaſure pain? 


2 


+ What! 90 reprieve, no leaſt indulgence gis n, 


| 'Could | offend, if I had never been, 
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No beam of hope, from any point of heav'n! 


+ | * Ah mercy ! mercy ! art thou dead above? 
- | 's love extinguiſd'd io the fource of love? 


« Bold that I am, did heav'n ſtoop down to hell? 
'Th' expiring Lord of life my ranſom feal? 
( Hare | not been induſtrious to provoke? 
from his embraces obſtinately broke? 
' Purſu'd; and patited for his mortal bate, 
' Earn'd my deſtrudion, labour's out my fate? 
(And date I on catinguih'd love exchim? 
' Take, take full vengeance, romethe lack'ning Game) 
' Toft is my lot— but ob ! muſt it tranſcend 


e reach of time, deſpair a diſtant end? 


' With dreadful growth hoot forward, and ariſe, 


' | * Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies! 


© Never! where falls the foul at that dread found ? 


Down an abyſs how dark, and how profound? 


' Down, down, (I ſtill am falling, horrid pain) 
Ten thouſand thouſand fatboms Qill remain; 
My plunge but ſtill begun anti this for fin ? 


' Bat fill increas'd the ſenſeleſs bappy maſs, 

| Flow'd in the ſtream, or ſhirer'd in the graſs? 
Father of mercies! why from ſilent earth 
' Did't thou awake, and curſe me into birth? 
Tear: me from quiet, ravidſh me from night, 
And make a thanklefs preſent of thy light} 
"Pulh into being a reverſe of thee, | 
And animate a clod with miſery ? 
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The beaſts are happy i they come forth, and | 
| © Short: watch on earth, and then lic down to fly, 
Pain is for man; and oh! how vaſt a pain” 
For crimes, which made the Godbead bleed in 
© Annul'd his groans, as far as in them lay, 
© And flung his agonics, and death, away? ©: 
As our dire puniſhment” for ever ſtrong, ö 
Our conſtitution too for ever young” —< * © 
_ © Curr'd with returns of vigour, ſtill the mne, 
© Pow'tful to dear, and ſatisfy the e:: 
_ © Still to be caught, and ill to be pur¹,“, oy 
Jo periſh Ml, and fill to be renewd ! 
* And this, my help ! my God ! at thy deere 
© Nature i chang'd, and hell ſhould fuccour me. 
* And can'ſt thou then look down from perfect bh; 
And ſee me plunging in the dark abyſs? ** 
* Calling thee father, in a ſea of re? 
* Or pouring blaſpbemjes at thy defire?* 
* With mortals anguiſh wilt thou raiſe thy name; 


And by my pangs omaipotence prockim? ? 


© Then, who can'ſt toſs the planets to and fry © 


Contract not thy great vengeance to my wo 
* Craſh werdley fo hotter fluns fin angels bf 


* On me almighty wrath is caſt away. 
— Le ban 
Nor with a fpeck of wretchednefs engage: 


® Forget me quite, nor ſtoop'a worm to blame 


2 But loſe me in the greatneſs of thy name; 


Thou art all love, all mercy, all 'divine, ' 4 


e I make thoſe eee 


— — 
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& 
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FE hem he crank now dock „ 
(+ This one, this des der, almoſt no requeſt 
ien I have wept a thouſand lives away, 


| * When torment is grown weary of its prey, 


* When | have rar'd ten thouſand years in fire, 


ten thouſand thouſand, let me then expire.” 


Deep anguiſh ! but too late ; he bopeles foul 


Res juſtly doom'd to pour ctertal gre 1 
Indes d with horrors, and transfix'd with pain, 
Lolling in vengeance, ſtruggling with his chain: 
ren, 85 
rr ee - 
and bear the weight of an off * God. | 
To take poſſeſſion of their thrones abore;. 
unt accurs'd deſertion to ſupply, 


ay to kindle long extinguilh'd rays, | 
Tug th rf of immortal you, 
drink the fountain head of facred truth; 


ile fe of dk, to feiks the Gring, | 


To loſe eternity in grateful lays, 


WIA bers wide rcumhrcc wh pl, 


And ſtrike the darken'd ſky with drendful Fett; 


Like peals of thunder. and the centre ſheok ? 
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But 1 attempt the wond'rous height in vain, * 


And leave unfiniſh'd the too lofty train: * «; 


What boldly 1 begin. let others end; 

My ſtrength exhauſted, fainting I deſcend, 

And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble, theme, 

Diſfolving elements and worlds, in flame. 
The fatal period the great hour, is come, 


And nature ſhrioks at her approaching doom: 


Loud peals of thunder gire the ſign, and all 
| Heav'n's terrors in array ſurround the ball; 


5 , 


And, darted downwatd, ſet the world on fire; 
lack riſing clouds the chicken d ether choke, 

And ſpicy. linen dum throogh the rolling ſmoks, | 
With keen vibrations cut the ſullen night, - 


From heav'n's four regions, with — 
Angels drive on the wind's impetuous courſe, 5 
T' chrage the flame: dt fpreads, it ſoars on high, 
Swells in the ſtorty, and billows through the ſky} © 
Here winding pyramids of fire aſcedd, 
Cities and defarts in one rum blend: * 
Here blazing volumes wafted, overwheltn "T7 
The ſpacious face of a far diſtant realmz | * 
There, undermin'd, down ruh eternal hs, 
The neighd'ring vafes the vaſt deſtruction filts. full 
Hear'ſt thou that drexdfal crack ? that ſound 0 


What wonders muſt that groah of nature tell? 
Olympus there, and igtitier Atlas, fell; © 


© Z> 1 
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* | Which ſeem'd above the reach of fate to ſtand, 

- | A tow'ring monument of God's right hand; | 

- | Now duſt and ſmoke, whoſe brow, ſo lately, ſpread 

I oer ſheiter d countries its diffuſive ſhade, | 
Shew me that ccicbrated ſpot, where all 

The various rulers of the ſever'd ball 

Hare humbly ſought wealth, honour, and redreſs, 

That land which heav'n ſeem'd diligent to bleſs, 

Once call'd Britannia: can her gloties end? 

F 

Alas! in flames behold ſurrounding ſeas ! 

Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 
Some angel ſay. Where ran proud Aſia's bound? 
- |} Or where with fruits was fair Europa crown'd? 

++ |} Where ſtretch'd waſte Lybia? where did India's ſtore- 

I Sparkle im diamonds, and her golden ore? 

= | Eich loſt io each, their mingling kingdoms glow, 

-» | And all diffolv'd, one fiery deluge flow : 85 

Thus earth's contending monarchics are join d, 

.*- | And a full period of ambition find. 
| Abd xow whate'rrer Sake, or walks, or fie, 

+ |} Inhabitants of fea, or earth, or ſkies; 

Alen whom Adam's wiſdom: fix d a name, 
++ | All plunge, and periſh in the conqu'ring flame. 

I This globe alone would but defraud the fie, 

ee its devouring rage: the flakes aſpire, 

Aud catch the clouds, and make the hear'ns their prey 

The fun, the moon, the ſtars, all melt away; 

I All, all is loſt; no monument, no ſign, 

2 Vhere ance fo pad dir d the gay wackite. 

Na 
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So bubbles on the foaming ſtream expire, 

So ſparks that ſcatter from the kindling fire; 
The devaſtations of one dreadful hour 

The great creator's fix days work devour. 

A mighty, mighty ruin! yet one ſoul 

Has more to boaſt, and or outweighs the wheles 
Exalted in ſuperior excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt expence. 
- Have you not ſeen th eternal mountains nod, 
An earth diſſolving, a deſcending God? | 
What ſtrange ſurprizes through all nature ran? 
For whom theſe revolutions, but for man ? 
For him, omnipotence new meaſures takes, 
For him, through all eternity, awakes; 
Pours on him gifts ſufficient to ſupply 
Heav'n's loſs, and with freſh glorics fill the ſky. 
Think deeply then, O man, how great thou art; 
Pay thyſelf homage with a trembling heart; 
What angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 
Slighting thyſelf, affront not God's reſpect. 
Eater the ſacred temple of thy breaſt, 

And gaze, and wander there, a raviſh'd gueſt ; 
Gaze on thoſe hidden treaſures thou ſhalt find, 
Wander thro all the glories of thy mind. 


| Of perfect knowledge, ſee, the dawning light 


|  Foretells a noon moſt exquilitely bright! 
Here, ſprings of endleſs joy are breaking forth 
There, buds the promiſe of celeſtial worth! 
Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier clime, 
And brighter fun, beyond the bounds of time. 
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Thou, minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt eſtate, 
| What ſtores, on foreign coaſts, thy landing wait: 
Loſe not thy claim, let virtue's path be trod; 

Thas glad all heav'n, and pleaſe that bountesut God, 
Who, to light thee to pleaſures, hung on high. 
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| Yon radiant orb, proud regent of the ſky : 


That ſervice done, its beams ſhall fade away, | 
And God ſhine forth in one eternal day. 
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| 1 ſatires have been favourably re ceived at 


home and abroad. I am not conſcious of the 


laſt malevolence to any particular perſon through all 


the characters: though ſome perſons may be ſo ſelfiſh, 
ws to engrofs a general application to themſelves. 4 


| writer in polite letters ſhould be content with reputati- 


on; the private amuſement he finds in his compoſitions; 
the good influence they have on his ſeverer ſtudies ; 
that admiſſion they give him to his ſuperiors; and the 


j polible good effect they may have on the public; or 


elſe he ſhould join to his politeneſs ſome more lucrative. 


But it is poſſible, that fatire may not do mueh good: 
Men may riſe in their aſſections to their follies, as they 
do to their friends, when they are abuſtd by others: 
It is much to be feared, that miſconduct will never be 
chaſed out of the world by-fatire;; all therefore that is 
to be faid for it, is, that miſconduct will certainly be 
never chaſed out of the world by ſatire, if no ſatires 
ne written : nor is that term unapplicable to graver 
tompoſitions. Ethics, Heathen and Chriſtian, and the 
zeriptures themſelves, are, in a great meaſure, a ſatire 
on the weakneſs and iniquity of men; and ſome part o 
that ſatire is in verſe too: nay, in the firſt ages, philo- 
fophy and poetry were the ſame thing; wiſdom wore 
zo other dreſs ; fo that, I hope, theſe ſatires will be the 
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more eaſily pardoned that misfortune by the ſeve 
Nay, hiſtorians themſelves may be conſidered as fat 
riſts, and Satiriſts moſt ſevere ; ſince ſuch are moſt hy. 
man actions, that to relate, is to expoſe them, _ 
No man can converſe much in the world, but, 
what he meets with, he muſt either be inſcnſible, @ 
grieve, or be angry, or ſmile. Some paſſion (if weay 
not impaſſi ve) muſt be moved; for the general conduſ 
. of mankind is by no means a thing indifferent to a ws 
ſonable and virtuous man. Now to ſmile at it, 
turn it into ridicule, I think moſt eligible ; as it ham 
oviſclves leaſt. and gives vice and folly the greateſi o& 
fence: and that for this reaſon; becauſe what men ain; 
at by them, is, generally, public opinion and eſteemz 
which truth is the ſubject of the following ſatires; and; 


joins them together, as ſeveral branches from the ſum 


root: An unity of deſign, 9 "OY 
3 ſct of ſatires, been attempted before. 


Laughing at the miſconduct of the world, will | 


a great, meaſure, caſe us of any more diſagreeahle pal 
on about it. One paſſion is more eſſectually driven ot; 
by another, than by reaſon; whatever ſome may teach: 
For to reaſon we owe our paſſions: Had we not reaſon, 
we ſhould not be offended at what we find amiſs: And: 
the cauſe ſeems not to be the natural cure of any efſed.;, 

\Morcover, laughing ſatire bids the faireſt for ſucces 
The world is too proud to be fond of a ſerions tutory 
and when an author is in a paſſion, the laugh, generally. 

28 in converſation, turns againſt him. This kind d. 


 Gatire only has any delicacy in it. Of this delicacy A 
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nie is the beſt maſter: he appears in good humour 
while he cenſures; and therefore his cenſure has the 
more weight, as ſuppoſed to proceed from judgment, 

| got from paſſion. Juvenal is ever in a paſſion, he has 
tle-vatuable bot his eloquence and morality : the laſt 

of which 1 have had in my eye; bot rather for emula- 
don, than imitation, through my whole work. 

' Bat though 1 comparatively condemn juvenal, in 
part” of the ſixth fathe (where the occaſion moſt re- 
quired it,) | endeavoured to touch on his manner; but 
was forced to quit it ſoon, as difagreeadleto the writer, - 
tiriſs with great ſaccefs; bot has too much of Juvenalt 

in his very ſerious ſatire on woman, which ſhould have 
tern the zayeſt of afl. An excellent critic of our own 
mmends Boilteao's cloſeneſs, or, as he calls it preſſ- 

| nth, particularly, whereas, it appears to me, that re- 
hem dara. aura 

| Tier nee fre prof Richie ate pointe iiens 
ey and wit ; the laſt of whichcan never, or ſhould nts * * 
vet fuctced. without the former An author without 
it, betrays too great a contempt for mankind, and opi- 
xn of himſelf.” which are bad advorates for reputation 
a6d ſicreſs. What a difference is there between the 
merk, if not the wit, of Cervantes and Rabrhis? the 

l nas a particular art df throwing a great deal of ge» 
nim and learning into frolie and jeſt; but the genius 
and the ſcholar is all you can admire: you want the 
gentlemen to converſe with in him: he is like a crime 
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val who receives his liſe for ſome ſervices; you · en · 
mend, but yon pardon too. ladecency offcads og 
pride, as men ; and our unalſeted taſte, as judges d 
compolition : nature has wiſely formed us with an 


| verſion to it; and be that ſucceeds in ſpite of it, is, 2 


« liena venia, quam ſus providentia tutior,” ® 
| Such wits, like falſe oracles of old (which were vit 
and cheats ) ſhould ſet up for reputation among the 
weak, in ſome Bocotia, which was the land of oracky 
for the wiſe will bold them in contempt. Some wit 
-too, like oracles, deal in ambiguities ; but not whe 
gual ſucceſs : for though ambiguities are the-firſt e- 
cellence of an impoſtor, they are the laſt of a wit, 
Lucian, laugh at every thing indiſcriminately ; which 
betrays ſuch a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to put, 
with any thing ; and ſuch a want of virtue, as to pol 
pone it to a jeſt. Such writers encourage vice and fab 
ly. which they pretend to combat, by ſetting them a 
an equal foot with better things: and while they laben 
to bring ry thing into contempt, how can they er 
rect their own parts ſhould eſcape? ſome French mb 
ters particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the 
haſt conſequence: and ſome of our own, They tht 


are for leſſening the true dignity of mankind, are at | 


' Gare of being ſucceſsful, but with regard to one indi 


Qual in it. It is this conduct that juſtly makes 3 with | 


derm of reproach. 5 
2 Mato 
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* Which puts me in mind of Plato's fable of the birth 
of Love ; one of the prettieſt fables of all antiquity; 
which will hold likewiſe with regard to modern poctry. 
Lore, ſays he. is the ſon of the goddeſs Poverty, and 
the god of Riches: he has from his father his daring 
genius; bis elevation of thought ; his building caſtles. 
ia the air ; his prodigality; his neglect of things ſeri- 
aus and uſeful ; his vain opinion of his own merit, and 
bis aſſectation of preference and diſtinction: from his 
mother he inherits his indigence, which makes him a 
conſtant beggar of favours; that importunity with 
which he begs; his flattery his ſervility ; his fear of 
deing deſpiſed, which is inſeparable from him. This 
addition may be made; viz. that Poetry, like Love, is 
4 little ſubject to blindneſs, which makes her miſtake 
ber way to preferments and honours: that ſhe has hee 
fatirical quiver : and, laſtly, that ſhe retains a dutifull 
admiration of her father's family but divides ber fa= 
dom, and generally lives with her mother's relations 
© However, this is not neceſſity, but choice: were 


Viſdom her governeſs, ſhe might have much more of 


the father than the mother; eſpecially in ſuch an age 
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—— Tanto major famae ſitis eſt, quam 
Virtutis. | 


MI we is Satire ; Dorſet, lend your ear, 

And patronize a muſe you cannot fear. 
To poets ſacred is a Dorſet's name: 88 | 
Their wonted paſſport through the gates of fame: 
It brides the partial reader into praiſe, 
And throws a glory round the ſhelter d lays: 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſee, 
And gives applauſe to B—e, or to me. 
But you decline the miſtreſs we purſve ; 
Others are fond of fame, but fame of you. 

Inſtructive ſatire, true to virtue's cauſe! 

Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws ! 
When flatter'd crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our ſilence, and demand our rage; 
When purchas'd follies, from each diſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain's ſkilful hand; 
When the law ſhews her teeth. but dares not bite, 
And >South- ſea treaſurcs are not brought to light; 
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When churchmea Scripture for the claſſics quit, 
Polite apoltates from God's grace to wit, 


When men gro great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fiy from balitfs into parliament ; 


When dying ſinners to blot out their ſcore, 

Bequeath the church the leavings of a whore; 

To chafe our ſplcen, when themes like theſe increaſe, 
Shall panegyric reign and, cenſure ccaſe ? | 
Shall poeſy, like law, turn wrong to right, 


And dedications waſh an Ethiop white, 


Sct up cach ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt? 
Shall fun'ral eloquence her colours ſpread, 


And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead? 


Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illaſtrious days, 

And ſatiriſe with nothing - but their praiſe? 
Why. flumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful traio, 

Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain? 

Donne, Dorſet Dryden, Rocheſter, arc dead, 

And guilt's chief foe, in,Addiſon, is fled; 

Cangreve, who, crown'd with laurels, fairly won, 

Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 

He will nat write; and (more provoking ſtill!) 

Ye gods! he will not write an Macvius will“) 
Daubly diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find 

Diſereetly daring and ſeverely kind, | 

The courtly * Roman's ſhining path to tread, 

And ſharply ſmile prevailing folly dead? 


. Horace. 
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Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 
Aad ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill ? 


Tho' vain the (trife, I'll (lrive my voice to raiſe. | 


What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe ? 
Thc love of praiſe, howe er conceal'd by art, 

Reigns, more or leſs, and giows. in ev'ry heart: 

The proud, to gain it, toils on toils endure; 

The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. | 

O'er globes, and ſceptres, now on thrones it ſwells; 

Now, trims the midnight lamp in college cells : 

is Tory, Whig ; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 

Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades. 

Here, to S———e's humour makes a bold pretence; 

There, bolder, aims at P ——y's cloquence. 

It aids the dancer's heel, the writer's head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead: 

Nor ends with life; but nods in ſable plumes, 

Adorns our hearſe, and flatters on our tombs. 

What is not proud ? the pimp is proud to ſee 

So many like himſelf in high degree: 

The whore is proud her beauties are the dread 

Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims born 

To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to repent, 


And come back much more guilty than they went: 


One way they look, another way they ſteer, 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals hear, 
And when their ſins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 
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| Others with wiſhful eyes on glory look, 
When they have got their picture tow'rds a book; 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy ſign, 


I Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine. 


If at his table 1 — had dropt his quill, 

1 (might have paſ. d for a great genius ſtill. 

But l —— alas! (cxcuic him, if you can) 

Is now a ſcribbler, who was once a man. 

Impcrious ſome a claſſic fame demand, 

For hcaping up, with a laborious hand, 

A waggon-load of meanings for one word, 

While A's depos'd, and 3B with pomp reſtor'd. 
Some, for renown, on ſcraps of learning doat, 


| And think they grow immortal as they quote. 


To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally d ; 


{| Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 


On glaſs how witty is a noble peer? 


| Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear? 


Polite diſcaſes make. ſome ideots vain ; 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſees 
And (ſtranger ſtill!) of blockbead's flattery ; 
Whoſe praiſe defames ; as if a fool ſhould mean, 
By ſpitting on your face, to make it clean. 

Nor is't enough all hearts are ſwoln with pride, 
Her pow'r is mighty, as her realm is wide. | 
What can ſhe not perform ? The Love of Fame 


| Made bold Alphonſus his Creator blame: 


Empedocles hurl'd down the burning ſteep: 
Aud — ſtill!) made Alexander weeg. 
| 4M 1 5 
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Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, © | 

Tho! her lord lord has four half months been dead 
This paſſivn with a pimple have | ſeen 


Retard a cauſe, and give a judge the ſplcen. 
By this inſpir'd (O nc'er to be forgot) 


Some lords have learn'd to ſpeil, and ſome to quote, | 


It makes Globoſe a ſpeaker in the houſe; 

He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe. 

lt makes dear ſelf on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And I the little hero of each tale. 


Sick with the love of fame, what throngs pour in, 


Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin ? 

My growing ſubject ſeems but juſt begun, 

And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 

Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules, 

To take a catalogue of Britiſh fools. 

Satire had I thy Dorſet's force divine, 

A knave or fool ſhould periſh in each line; 

Tho' for the firſt all Weſtminſter ſhou'd plead, 

And for the laſt, all Greſham intercede. 
Begin. Who firſt the catalogue ſhall grace? 

To quality belongs the hizheſt place, 


My lord comes forward; forward let him come! 


Ye vulgar ! at your peril, give him room: 
He ſtands for fame on his forefathers feet, 
By heraldry, prov'd valiant or diſcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three deſcents leſs wiſe? 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 
| You bid him raife kis fathers from the graves. 
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| Men ſhou'd preſs forward in fame's glorious chace; 
d Nobles look backward, and fo loſe the race. 

L. et high birth triumph! what can be more great? 

Nothing—but merit in a low eſtate. 
| To virtue's humbleſt fon let none prefer 
te, Vice, though deſcended from the conqueror. 

I Shall men, like figures, paſs for high, or baſe, 
Slizht, or important, only by their place ? 

Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wiſe; 

The fool, or knave, that wears a title, lies. 

Wo They that on glorious anceſtors enlarge, 
Produce their debt, inſtead of their diſcharge. 

Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 

Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine. 

Vain as falſe greatneſs is, the muſe muſt own 
We want not fools to buy that Briſtol ſtone. 
Mean ſons of earth, who, on a South-ſea tide 
Of full ſucceſs, ſwarm into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſtis' gate, 
And beg to be deſcended from the great. 
| - When men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 

They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe! 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. 
Belus with ſolid glory will be crown'd ; 
He bnys no phantom, no vain empty ſound ; 
But builds himſelf a name; and, to be great, 
Sinks in a quarry an immenſe eſtate! 
| In coſt and grandeur, C dos he'll out-do 
And 2 
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The vile i is finiſh'd; ev'ry toil is paſt; 4 
And full perfection is arriv'd at laſt; 
When, lo! my lord to ſome ſmall corner runs, 
And leaves ſtate-rooms to ſtrangers and to duns. 
The man who builds, and wants wherewith to *. 
Provides a home from which to run away. 

In Britain, what is many a lordly ſeat, 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate? 

In ſmaller compaſs lies Pygmalion's fame; 
Not domes, but antique ſtatues, are his flame: 
Not F---t—n's ſelf more Parian charms has known; 


Nor is good P—m— ke more in love with ſtone, 


The bailiffs come (rude men, prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
No, firs, he cries; I'll ſooner rot in jail, | 
© Shall Grecian arts be truck'd for Engliſh bail?” 
Such heads might make their very buſtos laugh; 
His daughter ſtarves; but * Cleopatra's ſafe. 

Men, overloaded with a large eſtate, 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit : 

The rich may be polite; but, oh! 'tis ſad 

To ſay you're curious, when we ſwear you're mad. 
By your revenue meaſure your expence; | 
And to your funds and acres join your ſenſe, 
No man is bleſs'd by accident or gueſs; 
True wiſdom is the price of happineſs; 
Yet few without long diſcipline are ſage ; 
And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 
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'* | But how, my muſe, can 'ſt thou reſiſt fo long 
The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme ? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ;—it abounds in lords. 
> | « What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a gria?* 
| One is juſt out, and one as late ly in. 
© How comes it then to paſs we ſce preſide 
$ On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? 
I Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns through all, 
Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. | 
3. | As in its home it triumphs in high place, 
I And frowns a haughty exile in diſgrace. 
Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white, 
Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviſh'd ſights: 
| Some lords it bids reſign ; and turn their wands, 
Like Moſes', into ſerpents in their hands. 
Theſe fink, as divers, for renown ; and boaſt, 
Vith pride inverted, of their honours loſt. 
But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal ſin, 
To boaſt of mercly being out, or in. 
What-numbers here, through odd ambition ſtrive, 
| To ſeem the moſt tranſported things alive? 
As if by joy, deſert was underſtood ; 
And all the fortunate were wiſe and good. 
Hence. aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 
And ſtifled groans frequent the ball and play. 
_ | Compleatly dreſt by Monteuil, and grimace, 
| They take their birth-day * and * face: 
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Their ſmiles are only part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with lady B —— 's hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half fo bad? 
With anxious care they labour to be glad. 
What numbers, here would into fame advance, 
Conſcious of merit, in the coxcomb's dance; 
The tavcrn! park! aſſembly ! maik! and play! 
Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day ! 
That wheel of fops ! that ſaunter of the town! 
Call it diverfion, and the pill goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and ſtoic-like, ſupport, 
Without one ſitzh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the wiſe and good, 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude 
High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs, create: 
None think the great unhappy, but the greats 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 

I envy none their pageantry and ſhow ; 
I envy none the gilding of their woc. | 
Give me, indulgent gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart, to range the ſylvan ſcene; 
No ſplendid poverty, no ſmiling care, 
No well-bred hate, or ſer vile grandeur. there: 
There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggelſt;. 
The ſenſe is raviſht, and the ſoul is bleſt; 
On ev'ry thorn delightful wiſdom grows; 
"In every rill a ſweet inſtruction flows. 
But ſome, untaught, o' erhear the whiſp'ring au, 
In ſpight of ſacred leiſure, blockheads ſtill; 
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Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 

| ber own native ſoil, the drawing- room. 

The ſquire is proud to ſee his courſer ſtrain, 

or well breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 

ky, dear Hippolitus (whoſe drink is ale, 

| Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 

Vhoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, | 

lud friend receiv'd with thumps upon the back) 
When thy ſleck gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
ud Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

| that thy praiſe? let Ringwood's fame alone; 

' | ut Ringwood leaves each animal his own; 

Kor envies, when a gypſy you commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit; 
Vhen you the dulleſt of dull things have faid, 
ud then aſk pardon for the jeſt you made 
| Here breathe, my muſe! and then thy taſk renew: 
Tea thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view, 
fewer lay-atheiſts made by church-debates ; 

lever great beggars fam'd for large eſtates ; 

| Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as the wind; 

du, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 

| Fever grave lords, r | 

- | And fewer ſhocks a ſtateſman gives his friend. 

| ls there a man of an eternal veim, 

ibs ills the town fn winter wh his Gran, 

At Bath, in ſummer, chants the reigning laſs, 

and ſweetly whiſtles, as the waters paſs? 

u there 2 tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup, 

Kat runs for ages withoot winding up ? 
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Is there, whom his tenth epic mounts to fame? 


 durt;, and ſuch only, might exhauſt my theme; 


Nor would theſe heroes of the taſk be glad ; 
For who dau wille 10 taſt as men run mad? 


[ENG gras TI" 
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SATIRE I. 


MY muſe, proceed, and reach thy, deſtin'd end; 
PRI eee CAS cnt, 
| is ho aclds he aſe to ry les. | 
WO wat He the Gate i Bar cages? 
All friends to vice and folly are thy foes. 


|| When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage; 


| And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler muſe excite, 
[ll glory in the verſe I did not writs 
80 weak are human kind by nature made, 
Or to ſuch weaknels by their vice betray'd, 
| Almighty vanity ! to thee I owe 
Their zeſt of pleaſure, and their balm of woe. 
Thou, like the ſun, all colours doſt contain, 
nns. like rays of light, on drops of rain. 
| Forevery foul finds reaſons to be proud, ? 
_ Tho' bifſs'd and whooted by the pointing crowd. 
Warm in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 
| * Hippolitus demands the ſylran crown; 
| but Florio's fame, the product of a ſhower, 
o i his garden, an illuſtrious loser l. 


der. IL, + 
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Why teems the earth ? aby melt the vernal Ats“ 


Why ſhines the fun ? to make Paul Diack riſe. 
From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood 
And wonder'd how the gods could be ſo good; - 
What ſhape? what hue ? was ever nymph fo fair? 
He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 
O ſolid bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy, 
Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 
In fame's full bloom les Florio down at night, 
And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight; 
The tulip's dead! fee thy fair ſiſter's fate, 
0 C-—! and be kind or tis too late. 
Nor are thoſe enemies I mention d, all x 
Beware, O floriſt, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend. of mine indolg'd this noble flame ; 
A quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his tame; 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter vent, 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture ſpent: 
But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour: 
He rag's! he ward! What demon cropt my flow? 
Serene queth Adam, Lo! tuus crofht by me; 
* Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dft thy kun 
But all men watt amuſcment. and what crime 
In ſuch a paradiſe to fool their time? 


None: but why proud of this ? to fame they n 


We grant they're idle, if they H aft no more. 
We ſmile at floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their Hearts enamout'd of a toy: 


*: The name of 2 tulip. - 


wi. % - © S&T 


ww 6 © Bo k, we tk=sy 


What's he who ſighs for wealth, or fame, or pow'r ? 


A ſhort-liv'd flower; and which has often ſprang. 


Ho fit for thee, bound up in crimſon too, 


| Thy books are furniture. Methinks tis hard 


But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 


But found at length-that it reduc'd his rent; 


| bells ev'n his houſe; nay, wants wherequ to lie: 
So high the generons ardour of the man 
1 For Romans, Greoks, and Orzentals ran. 
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But are thoſe-wifer whom we moſt admire, 
Sarvey with envy, and purſue with fire ? 


Another Florio doating on a flower; 


From ſordid arts, as Florio's out of dung. 
With what, O Codrus! is thy fancy ſmit ? 
The flower of learning, and the bloom of wit. 
Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow 

And Epictetus is.a perfect beau. | 


Gilt, and, like them devoted to the view ? 


That ſcienee ſhould be parchas'd by the yard; 
And T-——n, turn'd upholſterer, fend home 
The gilded leather to fit up thy room. 

If not to ſome peculiar end deſigu d, 
Study's the. ſpecious trifling of the-miad ; 
Oc is at beſt a ſecondary aim, | 
A chace for ſport alone, and not for game. 
If , ſure they who the mere volume prize, 


On buying beoks Lorenzo long was bent, 
His farms were flown ; when, lo! a Ale cm 0h, 


A choice collection! what. is to be done; 
He ſells his laſt; for he the whole wiil day; 


Pa 
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When terms were drawn, and brought him by the deck 


Lorenzo ſign'd the bargain—with his mark. 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, 
As cunuchs are the guardians of the fair, 

Not in his authors liveries alone 
Is Codrus'erudite ambition ſhown : 
Editions various, at high prices bought, | 
Inform the world what Codi us would be thought; 
And to this coſt another muſt ſucceed | 
To pay a ſage, who ſays that he can read; 
Who titles knows, and indexes has ſeen; 
But leaves to what lies between; | 
Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expenee, 
And humbly is contented with their ſenſe. 

O—, whoſe accompliſhments make good 
The promiſe of a long-illuſtrious blood, 
In arts, and manners eminently grac d, 
The ſtrifteſt honour! and the fineſt taſte! 
Accept this verſe ; if ſatire can agree 
With fo conſummate an bumanity. 

By your example would Hilario mend; 
How would it grace the talents of my friend, 
Who, with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit ! 
But time his fervent petulance may cool; 
For though he is a wit, he is no fool. 
In time he'll learn to uſe, not waſte, his ſenſe; 
Nor make à frailty of an excellence 


He ſpares nor friend, nor foe; but calls to mind, = 


Like doom's day, all the faults of all mankind. ' 
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What though wit tickles? tickling is unſaſe, 

Il ill tis painful while it makes us laugh. 

Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 

Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? 
Parts may be prais'd, good- nature is ador'd 3 

| Then draw your wit as ſeldom as your ſword ; 

And never on the weak; or you'll appear 

As there no hero, no great genius here. 

As in ſmooth oil the razor beſt is whet, 

80 wit is by politeneſs ſharpeſt ſet : 

Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen; 

| Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen, 

The fame men give is for the joy they find; 

Dull is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind. 

* Since Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment, what place ſo fit? 

His moſt facetious * letters came to hand, 

Which my firſt ſatire ſweetly reprimand : 

If that a juſt offence to Marcus gave, 

Say, Marcus, which art thou, a foul or knave? 


| For all but ſuch with caution 1 forebore ; 


That thou waſt either, I ne'er knew before: 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and who; 
No maſk ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine through 
Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell; 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing. well: 
But thou a brave negle& of fame haſt ſhown, 

Oi others fame, great genius! and thy own. 


Letters ſent to the author, figned Marcus. 
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Write on unheeded; and this maxim know, 
The man who pardons, diſappoints his foe. 

In malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull 
Their peeviſh reaſon; vain of being dull 
When ſome home joke has ſtung their ſolemn fork, 
In vengeance they determine—to be fools ; 
Through ſpleen, that little nature gave, make lk, 
Quite zealous in the way of heavinefs ; ex 
To lumps inanimate a fondneſs take; 

And diſinherit ſons that are awake. | 
Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 
Moſt barbarouſly tell you—* He's a wit.“ | 
Poor negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpite 
To cacodemons, ſay, they're dev'iiſh white. 

Lampridius, from the bottom of his breaſt, 
Sighs o'er one child; but triumphs in the reſt, 
How juſt his grief? one carries in his head 
A leſs proportion of the father's lead; 

And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 

To riſe above a juſtice of the peace. | 

The dunghill-brecd of men a diamond ſcorn, | 
And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn; 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money loving wight, 
Who wins their hearts by knowing black from vie, 
Who with much pains, exerting all his ſenſe, 
Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence. 
The booby father craves a booby ſon ; | 
And dy heat'n's bleſſing thinks himſelf undone. 
Wants of all kinds are made to fame a pla; 
One learns to liſp; another, not to ſees 
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Miſs D—, tottering, catches at your hand: 


Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? 


Whilſt theſe, what nature gave, diſown, through pride, 
Others aſſect what nature has deny d: 


What nature hat deny d, fools will purſue; 


As apes are ever walking upon two. 

Craſſus, a grateful ſage, our awe and ſport ! 
Supports grave forms; for forms the ſage ſupport. 
He hems; and cries with an important air: | 
© If yonder clonds withdraw it will be fair: 

Then quotes the Stagyrite to prove it true; 

And adds, © The learu'd delight in ſomething new.“ 
Is't not enough the blockbead fearce can read, 

But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plcad ? 


As far a formaliſt from wiſdom fits, 
In judging eyes, as libertines from wits. . 


Theſe ſubtle wights (ſo blind are mortal men, 
Though fatire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 


For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 


To put off nonſenſe with a better grace: 

As pedlars with ſome- hero's head make bold, 
Illuſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold. | 
What's the bent brow, or neck in thought reclia'd ar 
The body's wiſdom to conceal the mind. 

A man of ſenſe can artifice diſdain 3 

As men of wealth may venture to go plain z 

And be this truth eternal ne er forgot, | 


| Solemoity's a cover for a ſot. 


I find the fool, when I beheld the ſkreeng 
For tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. 
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Hence, —, that openneſs of heart, 

And juſt diſdain for that poor mimic art; 
Hence (manly praiſe!) that manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I commend, in thee. 


With generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey 


Of court and town the noontide maſquerade ; 
Where ſwarms of knaves the vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide ſecure bchind a naked face ? 

Where nature's end of language is declin d, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where gen'rous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 
And he who truſts a brother, is undone? 

| "Theſe all their care expend on out ward ſhow 
For wealth and fame; for fame alone, the beau. 
Of late at White's was young Florello ſeen! 


How blank his look ? how diſcompos'd his mien} 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign! 
Sunk were his ſpirits; for his coat was plain. 
Next day his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace; 
His health was mended with a filver lace. 
A curious artiſt, long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler ſort, with combs, and fragrant oils, 
Whether by chance, or by ſome god inſpir d, 
So touch'd his curls, his mighty ſoul was fir d. 
The well-ſwoln. ties an equal homage claim, 
And either ſhoulder has its ſhare of fame; | 
His ſamptuous watch-caſe, tho conceal d it lies, 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies] 
He only thinks himfelf. (ſo far from vain 4} 
St—pe in. wit, in breeding D—l—c, | 


rr yr Frraes a 


2g rig>rro> 


2 


rm UNIVERSAL PASSION. 8. 11, 
on mirrors that reflect his Tyrian dye, 

With bow ſublime a tranſport leaps his heart: 
- But fate ordains that deareſt friends muſt part. 


In ative meaſures, brought from France, he wheels, 


And triumphs, conſcious of his learned heels. 


80 have | ſeen, on ſome bright ſummer's day, 


1 A alf of genius, debonnair and gay, 


| Dance on the bank, as if inſpir d by fame, 
| Fond of the pretty fcllow in the ſtream. 


Moroſe is funk with ſhame, _— T_T | 


| | ts linen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd;. 


| No fublunary chance his veſtments fear; 
Jau d, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 


A fam'd furtout he wears, which once was blue, 


And his foot ſwims in a capacious ſhoe; 


One day his wife (for cho can wives reclaim?) 


- Levell'd her barbarous needle at his tame: 


But open force was vain: by night ſhe went, 

And, while he ſlept. forpriz'd the darling rent: 

Where yawn'd the freeze is now become a doubt ; 

* And glory at one entrance, quite ſhut out. 
He ſcorns Florello, aud Florello him; 

I This hates the filthy creature; that, the prim: 

| Thus, in each other, both theſe fools deſpiſe 

Their own dear ſelves, with undifcerning eyes; 

Their methods various, but alike their aim; 

| | The floven and the fopling are the ſame. 


Ye Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with vou, 


| honed caatmand, you _ 
Milton. 
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Then both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 
And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. 9 5 
Tou vent your ſpleen, as moukeys when they pg 
Scratch at the mimic monkey in the glaſs ; - 
While both are one and henceforth be it knoan, 
Fools of both fides ſhall ſtand for fools alone. 

* But who art thou ?* methinks Florello crics; 
© Of all thy ſpecies art thou only wile ?” 
Siace ſmalleſt things can give our ſins a twitch, 
As crofling ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 
I'll conjure thus'fome profit out of thee. 
O thou myſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 
And, like ill huſbande, take no care at home: 
Thou too art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wiſe means. to gain it haſt thou choſe! 
Know, fame and fortune both are made of pre 
Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhy me, 
Thou unambitious fool, -at this late time? 
While Ia moment name, «moment's paſt; 
I'm nearer death in this verſe, than the laſt : 
What then is to be done? Be wiſe with ſpeedy 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 
And what ſo fooliſh as the chace of fame? 
How -vain the prize ? how impotent our aim ? 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
| But bubbles on the rapid ſtream of time, 
That rife, and fall, that ſwell, and are no mot, 


vp [SATIRE 
| 


LG. Dodingtvn, in debt, ? fong fave ſought ; 
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Mr. DODINGTON. 


To eaſe the burthen of my grateful'thought 3 
And now a poet's gratitude you fee ; 


Grant him two favours, and he'lt aſk for three: 


lea the prefent glory, or the gain? 


lu give protection, I a worthleſs ftrain. 


Ian love and feel the poet's facred flame, 
And know the bafis of a ſolid fame; 


| Tho' prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 


Yon read with all the malice of a friend; 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

kit, more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own. 
An ill-tim'd modeſty! turn ages o'er, 


Her learning and her genius too, decays, 
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As if men now were of another caſt, 

They meanly live on alms of ages paſt. 

Men till are men; and they who boldly dare, 
Shall'triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair 
Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill take place 
Of ſuch who run in debt for their diſgrace; 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, 
And damn'it with improvements of their own. 
We bring ſome new materials, and what's old 


New caſt with care, and in no borrow'd mould ; | 


Late times the verſe may rend, if theſe refuſe; ; 
And from ſour critics vindicate the muſe 


© Your work is long, the critics cry. * [is true, | 


And lengthens till, to take in fools like you: 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame; 
For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
Nenounce their four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
That picks the tecth of the dire crocodile, 
Will I enjoy (dread feaſt !) the critic's rage, 
And with the fell deſtroyer ſeed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame, 
Than thoſe who thunder in the critic's name? 


Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in thig 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. | 


Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, 

Like an old Druid from his hollow oak, 
As ravens ſolemn, and as boding. cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities 


, . 
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t doftors ſage, who thro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach. 
One judges as the weather dictates; right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: 
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| Another judges by a ſurer gage, 


An author's principles, or parentage ; 
Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 
The poem doubtleſs muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 
Another judges, for he bought the book ; 


- | Andeat their way to fame; with anxious 


dome judge, becauſe it is too ſoon to ſleep. 
Thus all will judge, and with one fingle aim, 

To gain themſelves, not give the writer, fame. 

The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, 

Half to ſerve you, and half to paſs for wiſe. 
Critics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 

Proclim the glory, and augment the ſtate ; 

Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſeribbling fry 

Barn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and die. 

Fail on, my friends! what more my verſe can crown 

Than Compton's ſmile, and your obliging frown ? 
Not all on books their criticiſm waſte: 

The genius of a diſh ſome juſtly taſte, 


| The ſalmon is refus d, the turbot bought. 
Impatient art rebukes the ſun's delay, 
Aud bids December yield the fruits of May; 
1 various cares in one great point combine 
| mne 
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Half of their precious day they give the feaſt ; 
And to a kind digeſtion ſpare the reſt. 
Apicius, here, the taſter of the town, 
Feeds twice a werk. to ſettle their renown. 
Theſe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The ſacted annals of their bills of fare; 
Ina thoſe choice books their panegyrics read, 
And ſcorn the creature that for hunger feed. 
If man by feeding well commences great, 


Much more the worm to whom that man is meat. 


To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame: 
Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks ; 


They know a thouſand lords, behind their backt. 


: Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 
'When turn'd away, with à familiar leer:; 
And H———=y's eyes, unmercifully keen, 


Niger adopts ſtray libels ; wiſely prone 
To covet ſhame ſtill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus, io the-winter of threeſcore, 
Belies his ipnocenee, and keeps a whore. 
Abſence of mind, Brabantio turus to fame, 


Learns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name 


Has words and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 
And takes a memorandem to forget. 
| Thus vain, not knowing. what adorns, or blots, 


| As lose of pleaſure into pain betrays, 
Jo mcſt grow infamous thro' love of praiſe. + 


A ww I ww. 


Hare murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne'er was feen, * 
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When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deſpiſe ? 
For ſuch the vanity of great and ſmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 

Nor can ev'n ſatire blame them; for, tis 
They have moſt ample cauſe for what they do. 
O fruitful Britain! doubtleſs thou waſt meant. 

A nurſe of fools, to ſtock the continent. 
* ˙ ode ws 
Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow. 
| The plenteous harveſt calls me forward ſtill, 
Till i ſarpaſs in length my lawyer's bill ; 
| A Welch deſcent, which well-paid beralds dnn f. 
Or, . 

When, cloy d, in fury 1 throw down my pen, 

In comes a coxcomb, and 1 write-again. - 

See Tityrus, with merriment poſſeſt, 
Is burſt with laughter, ere he hears the jeſt: 


|| What need he ſtay ? for when the joke is oer, 
I His teeth will be no whiter than before. 


ls there of theſe, ye fair! fo great a dearth, 
That you need purckath monkeys fre your n 

Some, vain of paintings, bid the-world admire 2 
Of houſes ſome; nay, houſes that they hire: 
Some (perfect wiſdom !) of a beauteous wife; 
And boaſt, like Cordeliers, a ſcoorge for life. 

Sometimes, thro* pride, the ſexes change their airs; 
My lord has vapours, and my lady ſwears; = 
Then, ſtranger ſtill ! on turning of the wind, 

My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind, 
| . 
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To ſhew the ſtrength, and infamy of pride, 

By all *tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once purſue 

Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, toe ? 
Vincenna knows ſelf-praiſe betrays to ſhame, 
And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; A 
Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe, 
To win applauſe ; and takes it by ſurprize. ; 
© To err, ſays he, in ſmall things is my fate. 
Tou know your anſwer, he's exact in great. 
© My ſtyle.” ſays he, is rude, and full of faults* 
But oh! what ſenſe! what energy of thoughts 
That he wants algebra he muſt confeſs; 
But not a ſoul to give our arms ſucceſs. 
Ah; that's an hit indeed,” Vincenna cries; 
© But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe? 
© [ own *twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me bac, 
© To make that hopeleſs, ill advis'd, attack; | 
© All fay, 'twas madneſs; nor dare | deny; 
© Sure never fool ſo well deſerv'd to die. 
Could this deceive in others, to be free, 
It ne er, Vincenna, could deceivein thee; 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue, 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong 
Thou on one ſleeve will thy revenues wear; 
And haunt the court, without a proſpe&t there. 
Are theſe expedients for renown? Confeſs 
Thy little ſelf, that I may ſcorn the leſs. 
Be wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forſake; 
Our fortunes there, nor thou, nor I, ſhall make. 
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Een men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
in hardy ſervice make a long campaignz 
Moſt manfully beſiege their patron's gate, 

And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 

Wich painful art, and application warm, 
And take, at laſt, ſome little place by ſtorm 3 
Enough to keep two ſhoes oa Sunday clean, 
And ſtarve upon diſcreetly in Sheer Lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford; 

Thea ſtarve without the favour. of my lord. 

| Tn true, great fortunes ſome great men cooler g 
But often, ev'n in doing good they err: 

From caprice, not from choice, their favours come . 
| They give, but think it toil to know to whom: 

The man that's neareſt, yawning, they advance: 
'Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. | 
If merit ſues, and greatneſs is fo loth 
To break its downy trance, I pity both. 

I grant at court, Philander, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm and virtue ſhe's poſſeſt : | 
Philander ! thou art exquiſitely bleſt ; 

The public envy ! Now then, tis allow'd, . 

The man is found, who may be juſtly proud : 
But, ſee ! how ſickly is ambition's taſte ? 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a feaſt; : 
For, lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 

la ſecret loves his wife. but keeps her maid. 
| Some nymphs ſell reputation ; others buy; 
And love a market where the rates run high :. 
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Italian muſic's ſweet, becauſe tis dear; 
Their vanity is tickled, not their car: 
Their taſtes would leſſen, if the prices fell, 
And Shakeſpear s wretched ſtuff do quite as ven 
Away the diſenchanted fair would throng, 
And own, that Engliſh is their mother tongue. 

To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 
Imported nymphs our peereſſes outſhine ; 
While tradeſmen ſtarve, theſe Philomels are gay; 
For generous lords had rather give than pay. 
Behold the maſquerade's fantaſtic ſcene ! 
The legiſlature join'd with Drury-lane ! | 
When Britain calls, th' embroider'd patriots run, 
And ſerve their country—if the dance is done. 
© Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?” 
Yes, doubtleſs ; but firſt ſet your notions right. 
Worth, of politeneſs is the needful ground; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne er be found. 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; . 
Tis ſolid bodies only poliſh well. TE 

Great, choſen prophet ! for theſe hatter hos: 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways! 
Well, H—r, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve; 
Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhould not ſtarve. 
Thou to his name haſt ſplendid temples rais d; 
In various forms of worſhip ſeen him prais'd, 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 


And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue unknown, # 7 


Inferior off rings to thy god of vice 


Are duly paid, in fiddles, ea: ds, and dice 
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Thy facrifice ſupreme, an hundred maids! 


1} That ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades! 


| If maids-the quite exhauſted town denies, 

An hundred heads of cuckolds may ſuffice. 

Thou ſmil'ſt, well pleas'd with the converted land, 

To ſee the fifty churches at a ſtand. 

And that thy miniſter may never fail, 

But what thy band has planted ſtill prevail, 

of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſure | 

The propagation of thy zeal ſecure. 

See, commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate, 

In ſolemn council met, and deep debate! 

What godlike enterprize is taking birth? 

| What wonder opens on th* expecting earth? 

is done! with loud applauſe the council rings! 

Fix'd is the fate of whores and fiddle-ſtrings! (theſe, 
Tho' bold theſe truths, thou, Muſe, with truths like 

| Vilt none offend, whom tis a praiſe to pleaſe: 

Let others flatter to be flatter'd, thou, 

Like juſt tribunals, bend an awful brow. 

How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 

To write a ſatire, which gave none offence ? 

And, ſince from life I take the draughts you ſee, 

I men diflike them, do they cenſure me? 

The fool, and knave, tis glorious to offend, 

And godlike an attempt the world to mend; 

The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 

Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 
How hard for real worth to gain its price? 
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If bleſt with pliant, tho' but lender, ſenſe, 

Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence: 

A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 

A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face; 

A beauteous ſiſtar, or convenient wife, 

Are prizes in the lottery of life ; 

Genius and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 

And lodge you in the boſum of the great. 

To merit, is but to provide a pain 

From men's refuſing what you ought to gain. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 

Whom my preſaging thoughts already view 

By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac d, 

Still higher in your priace's favour plac'd ; 

And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 

Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd : 


Bear this from one, who holds your friend(hip dew; 


What moſt we wilb, with caſe we fancy near. 
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rn 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 


en SPENCER COMPTON. 


ROvnd ſome fair tree th' ambitious woodbine grows, 
And breathes her ſweets on the ſupporting bougha 

zo ſweet the verſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be, 
| (0! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee ; 
| Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their dignity to raiſe, their councils guide; 
Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant. virtues nice extremes to blend, 
The crown's aſſerter, and the people's friend: 

Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 
To liſten to the labours of the muſe; 
Thy ſmiles prote& her, while thy talents fire, 
And *tis but half thy glory to inſpire. 
Ver d at a public fame, ſo juſtly won, 

{| The jealous Chremes is with ſpleen undone; 


19 Leer erer, 
Chremes, for airy penſions of renow n, * 
Devotes his ſervice to the ſtate and crown x 
All ſchemes he knows, and, knowing, all improveg, * 
Tho' Britain's thanklefs, ill this patriot loves: *-/ 
But patriot's differ ; ſome may ſhed their blood. 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; £ 
Conſults the ſaered ſteam, and, there foreſces 
What ſtorms, or ſun-ſhine, Providence decrees 1. 
peo ontoanty: onda 
A quid nunc is an almanack of ſtate. 
| You ſwile, and think this fateſman void of ub" 
hy may not time his ſecret worth produce? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice Caſtanian nut, 
Since ſteeds of genius are expert at put; 
Since half the. ſenate * not content” can fay, 
| Geeſe nations fave, and puppies plots betrag. 
What makes him model realms, GC 
An incapacity: for ſmaller things: 
Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, © * 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 
Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes (kill, 
Aud boldly claims a province bigher ſtill: 
To raiſe à name, th' ambitious boy has got, 
At once, a bible, and a ſhoulder knot; "79M 
Deep in the ſecret; he looks through the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that ſaves his ſoul : 
To talk with reverence you muſt take good heed. 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the creed; . 
Howe'er well bred, in public he complies, 
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- | Peerage is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 

vr this diſeaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 

* Hare not attainders brought unhop'd relief, 

2 And falling ſtocks quite cur d an unbelief? | 

ue the ſun ſhines, Blunt talks with wond'rous forcez 

: | yer thunder mars ſmall beer, and weak diſcourſe, 

ech uſeful inſtruments the weather ſhow, 

Joſt as their mercury is high or low: 

| yealth chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark 3 

later argues better than a Clarke: 

4" Let but the logic in his pulſe decay, le, 
Ine Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; 

While C—— mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 

Th' apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well. 
Co—, who makes ſo merry with the creed, 

He almoſt thinks he diſbelieves indeed; 

but only thinks ſo; to give both their due, 

buten, and he, believe, and tremble too. 

I That they're the blackeſt ſcandal of their age. 
| Narciſſus the Tartarian club diſclaims; 

' | Nay, a free maſon, with ſome terror, names; 

'* | Omits no duty: nor can envy fay, N 5 

Ie miſs' d, theſe many years, the church, or play: 
Ile makes no noiſe in parliament, tis true: 

-* | pays his debts, and viſit, when tis due; 

Ie character and gloves are ever clean, 

And then, he can out-bow the bowing dean; 

A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, | 


7 
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In gay fatigues, „ * 


Patient of idleneſs beyond belief. 

Moeſt charitably lends the town his face, 

For ornament, in ev'ry public place; 

As ſure as cards, he to th aſſembly comes, 
Aud is the furniture of drawing-rooms : | 
When Ombre calls, his hand and heart are free, 
And, join'd to two, he fails not to make threet 
Narciſſus is the glory of his race; 

For who does nothing wich a better grace? 

To deck my liſt, by nature were deſigu d 
Such ſhining enpletises of human kind. ini 
Who want, while through blank life they dream dag 
Senſe to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. | 

To .counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, 
What other men diſlike, is ſure to pleaſe, 
Of all mankind, theſe dear antipodes; 
Thro' pride, not malice, they rum counter ſtill, 
And birth-days are their days of drefling ill. 
Arb—t is a fool and F a ſage, 
S— ly will fright you, E-— engage; 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and 8— is the worſt of friends; 
They take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 
And bluſh, if you ſurprize them in the right; 
If they by chance blort out, ere well aware, 
A ſwan is white, or r is fair. 

Nothing exceeds in ridicule, ne doubt, 
A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out, 
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Nis paſſion for abſurdity 's fo ſtrong; . . 
He cannot bear a rival in the wrong; | » 
Tho' arrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is eus 
In wearing others follies, than your own. | 
3 
Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe, 
But what in oddnefs can be more ſublime- f 
fun $——— the foremoſt toyman of hi ime? 7 
His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, - 
1 His daughter's portion a rich ſhell inbances, 
And Aſhmole's baby-houſe, is, in bis view, 
Brinacnis's golden mine, a rich Per? 
How his eyes languiſh? how his thoughts adore | 
| That painted coat, which Joſeph never wore? 


4 He ſhews, on holidays, a facred pin, 


F< * Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 


| That touch'd the ruff; that touch'd Queen Belt chin, 


Since that great plague that ſwept as many more, 

Was ever year unbleſt as this? he'll cry, 

it has not brought us one new butterfly !* 

In times that ſuffer ſuch learn d men as theſe, © 

Unbappy I——y ! how came you to pleaſe} 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game ; 

But, in eſſect, his chace is much the fame 3 | 
Warm in purſuit, he lev6es all the great, 

{| Stanch to the foot of title and eflate : 0 

Mere · e er. their lordihips go they never ind 

Or Lico, or their ſhadows, lag behind; 

He ſets them fare, where-e'er their londſhips run; 
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And fame was, like a fever, to be caught: 


The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 

 Who'd be a crutch to prop a rotten. peer 
Or living pendant dangling at his car, 
For#ver whiſp'ring ſecrets, which were blown 


For months. before, by trumpets, through the toug} 


Who'd be a glafs, with flattering grimace, 

Still to reflect the temper: of his face; 

Or happy pin to ſlick upon his leeve, - 

When my lord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leaves : 

Or cuſhion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe - 

To loll, or thuwp it, for bis better caſe 3 

Or a vile butt, for noon, or night; beſpoke, -- 

When the pee raſbly ſwcars he ll club his joke} - 

Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho' he cou 14 not dad. 
His lordſhip's jeſt; or, if his.noſe broke wind, 

For bleſſings to the gods profeundly bow, 


That can cry, * Chimney ſweep,” or drive a plough?” | 


Scores coun ——— bets, ingot 
But what's-the tribe moſt likely to comply? - - 
The men of ink or ancient authors, liez 
The writing tajbe, who ſhameleſs auftions hold 
Of praiſe. by inch ol candle to be fold: 1 
All men-they Hatter, but themiclves the moſh... 
With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſk: 


* A Daniſh dag of the Duke of Argyle.. + 
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for fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 
As her old conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt. 


| |} * 8g-—le ſhines in council, M t in the fight, 


6 P—|—m's magnificene; but I can write, 


„And what to my great ſoul like glory dear?“ 


Till ſome god whiſpers in his tingling ear, 


That fame's unwholſome taken without meat, 


Aud life is beſt ſuſtain d by what is eat: 
Grow lean, and wiſe, he curſes what be writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wit. 
Ah! what avails it, 'when-his dianer's loft, 
That his triemphant- name adorns a poſt 
or that his ſhining page (provoking tate!) 


Defends firloins, which ſons of dulnefs cat; 


What foe to verſe without compaſſion hears, 
What cruel proſt- man can refrain ſi om tears, - 
A proſtitute on ev'ry balk in town, | 
Vith other whores undone, tho' not ic print, 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the mint ? 


* Yebards! why will'you ſeng, tho uninſpie'd? 


Te bards ! why will/ you-ſtarve, tobe admit d? 
Defan& by Phoebus laws, ' beyond) tedreſs, 


my vill yoor ſpeQres haunt che frightee-prefs ? 


Kd metre, that-excreſtence of the head, 


Like bair, will fpront, akho' the-p6ct*s:dead 


All other trades demand, verſt· makers beg; 
A dedication is a wooden' leg: 


| &Abarren Labeo, the true muMmper's faſhion, 
| Enpoſes borrow'd brats to-move:compaſiien, 


Ra 
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Tho ſuch myſclf, vile bards I diſcommend ; 4 
Nay more, tho gentle Damon is my friend, 
let then a crime to write lf talent rare * 
Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear : ' 
For ſome, tho' few, there are large-mindcd men, 
Who watch unſecn the labours of the pen; 
Who know the muſe s worth, and therefore comt, 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport; _ , 
Who ſerve, vnaſk'd, the leaſt pretence to wir 0 
My fole excuſe, alas ! for having writ. 1 
A——— le true wit is ſtudious to reſtore; 
And D t fmiles, if Phocbus ſmil'd beſore : 
P—— ke in years the long-lov'd arts admires, _ 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires. 9 . 
But, ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languiſh for in rain. 
How mad their aim, who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp, what no man can poſſeſi alive? 
Fame's a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverſion I) at their own deceaſe. * 
This truth ſagacious Lintot knows fo well, 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may fell. ; 
That fame is wealth, fantaſtic poets er:; 
That wealth is fame, anocher clan reply: + 
Who know no guilt; no ſcandal, but in rags; # 
And ſwell in juſt proportion to their bags. 4 
Nor only the low - born, deform'd, and old, 1 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold: 
The firſt young lord, which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt buncks in Lombard · ſtrect, 
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im reſeu d candles ends, who rad a fam,. 
Aud ſtarves to join a penny to a plumb. 
| & beardlefs miſer ? 'tis a goilt unkaoru 
| To former times, a ſcandal! all our own. 
Of ardent: lovers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich, Caſtalio dies: 
Name but the fair, love ſwells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down;. 
No rival can prevail, — but half a crow. 
He glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has reliev'd, but made 
et ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, | 
'© | When Harry conquer'd, and half France cxpir'd; 
He'd be a ſlave, a pimp, a dog, for gain: 
Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. | 
Y d be a flare” the gallant colonel cries, 
VWhile love of glory ſparkles from his eyes: 
| To deathlefs fame he loudly pleads his right, 
ht is his title, for he will not fight :. 
All foldiers valour, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty — by their place: 
But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of ſlain; 
He gives the foes he flew, at each vain word, 


4 | A fircet revenge. and half abſolves his (word. 


Of boaſting more than of a'bomb afraid, 
A foldier ſhoald be modeſt as a maid 
Fame is a bubble the reſerv'd enjoy. 


de to grafp it, as they touch, deſtroy 
; R3 as 
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- "Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree z 
But if you pay yourſelf the world is free. 
Were there no tongue to ſpeak them but his 


Auguſtus deeds in arms had ne'er been known. 
Auguſtus deeds ! If that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
Such is the Prince's worth, of whom I ſpeak ; 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. 
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o faireſt of creation ! laſt and bet 
Ot all God's works: creature, in whom excell'd 


; | What ever can to fight , or thought, be form'd 


| Nox reigns ambition in bold man alone 3 


Holy, divine, good, amiable, or ſweet ! 
How art thou loſt! 


Mi ron. 


Soft female hearts the rude invader own : 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things, 


Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair 


+ | Condudt a finger, or reclaim a hair; 


o 
a= 


Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye ; | 
Or, in full joy, claborate a figh. 15 
The ſex we honour, tho their faults we blame; 


1 Nay thank their faults for ſuch a fruitful theme : 
j A theme, fair] doubly kind to me, 
I Since fatyrizing thoſe is praiſing thee; 


Who wouldſt not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 
A pancgyric of a grofſer k. 


Britannia's atm, acts A hag 
Too foud of admiration, loſe their Pie: 
r 

As unteſerv'd, and beauteous, as the fun, 
Through every ſign of vanity they run 
Aſſemblies, parks, coarſe feaſts in city-halls, 

| Lectures, and trials, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, bedlams, executions, Smithfield ſcrnes, 
And fortune-tellers caves, and lions dens, 


Inſtallments, pillories, coronations, tombs, 
Tumblers, and fun'rals, puppet-ſhows, reviews, 
Sales, races, rabbets, (and fill ſtranger I) pews. 
 Clarinda's boſom burns,-but-burns for fame i 
And lore lies ranquiſh'd in a nobler flame; 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes; then 
Like April ſuns, dives into clouds agen: 
Wich all her luſtre, now, her lover warms ; 
Then, out of oſtentation, hides her charms. 
"Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 
Then, ſhe ſtarts up, all ecſtacy and bliſs, 
And is, ſweet ſoul! juſt as ſincere in this: 
© bos ſhe rolls ber charming eyes in ſpight ! 
And looks delightfully with. all her might! 


! 


* 4 


But, like our heroes, much more brave than wiſtz 15 


Sbe conquers for the triumph, not the prize. 
Zara reſembles; Lans crown'd with. ſnows z. 
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.* | Teice ere the fun deſcends, with zeal luſpir d, 


From the vain converſe of the world retir'd. 
the reads the pſalms and chapters for the day, 
- Cleopatra, or the laſt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara, with a ſolemu grace, 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face. 
Not far beneath her in renown, is the, 
Who, thro' good breeding, is ill company; 
- | Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 
Who thinks you are unhappy, when at peace; 
To find you news, who racks her ſubtle head, 
And vows—that her great-grandfather is dead. 
A dearth of words a woman need not fear 3 


., | Jnt "tis a taſk indeed to learn to hear: 


I dat the kill of converſation lies : 
nn ſhews, or makes, you both polite and wife, 

1 r 
+ | 'Bbe loſt in filence, and reſign the day: | 
-* | ' And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs, 

ei tame behaviour; and. a ſoft addreſs,” 
Through virtue, ſhe refuſes to comply 
Vith all the dictates of humanity ; 
Through wiſdom, ſhe refuſes to ſubmit 
To viſdom s rules, and raves to prove her wit 
Then, her unblemiſh'd- honour to maintain, 
lejects her huſband's kindneſs with diſdain : 
But if, by chance, an ill adapted word 
| Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
II darling china, in a whirlwind ſent, - 
I intimates the lady's diſcontent. 
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Wine may indeed excite the meekeſt dame : 
But keen Xantippe, ſcorning borrow d flame, 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings pla, 
O'er cooling gruel, and compoſing tea: | 1 
Nor reſts by night, but, more ſincere than nice, 
She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice: 
Doubly. like echo, ſound is her delight, 
And the lat word is her eternal right. 
Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines, riſe 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wiſe? - 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber d throay 
Of guilt avenging ills, to man belong: if 
What black, what ceaſeleſi cares befiege our ſtate? - 
What ſtrokes we feel from fancy, and from fate}. ' 
If fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow ; 55 
We make misſortumes ; ſuicides in woe. : 
Saperfluous aid! unneceſſary (kill ! | 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill? 
How oft the noon, how oft the midnight, bell, 
(That iron tongue of death!) with ſolemn knell, 
On folly's errands, as- we vainly eam, 
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—— | 


Men drop ſo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 
Few know ſo many friends: alive, as dead. * 
Yet, as immortal, in eur up-hill-chace * 
We preſs eoy fortune with unſlaeken d paee; 4 
Our ardent labours for-the toys we ſeek, 

Join night to day, and Sunday tothe werke 

Our very joys are anxious, and expire © 


- och 


© | Who fits triumphant oer the ſſying verb: 
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Now what reward for all this grief and toil? 
Jt one; u female friend's endenring ſmile; 
A tender ſmile, our ſorrows” only balm, 
Aud, in life's tempeſt, the fad failor's calm. 
How have I ſcen a gentle-nymph draw nigh, 


| Peace in her air, perfuaſion in ber eye; 


Vidorious tenderneſs ! it all o'ercame, 

Huſbands look'd mild, and favages grew tame. © 
The ſylran race our active nymphs purſue; 

Man is not all the game they have in view: 

n woods and fields their glory they complete; 

There maſter Betty leaps a five barr'd gate; 

While fair mifs- Charles to toilets is comſim d, 


dome nymphs aſſoct a mo hero breed, 


And volt from hunters to the manag'd ſbeed 3 


| | Command his prancings with a martial air, 


And Fobetz has the forming of the' fair. 5 


And as the guides it tho“ th* admiring Wrong, 


| With whatan air ſhe ſmacks the filken thong? 


Graceful as ohn, ſhe moderates the reins, 5 
And whiſtles ſweet her diuretie trains: 
deſoſtris like, ſuch chasioteers us theſt 


May drive Gx harneſs'd monarchs; if they pleaſe: 
| They drive, row, run, with love of glory fait; 
Lap, ſwim, ſhoot flying, anSpronetmee on wit; 
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With legs toſi'd high, on her ſophee ſhe fits, 
Vouchſaſing audience to contending wits ; 

Of each performance ſhe's the final teſt; ; 
One act read oer, ſhe propheſies the reſt ; 
And then, pronouncing with deciſive air, 


Fully convinces all the town ſhe's fair. + 


Had lovely Daphne Hecateſſa's face, 


How would her elegance of tafte decreaſe ? #:: 


Some ladies judgment in their features lies, 
And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes, 
But hold, ſhe cries, lampooner ! have a care; 
Muſt I want con . mon ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair? 
O no: Sce Stella; her eyes ſhine as bright, 
As if her tongue was never in the right; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 


She ſeems inſpir'd, and can berſtiſ infpirez | 


How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 


Could Daphne publiſh, and could the forbear? + 


We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 
Nor ist a ſanction for impertinence. 
Sempronia lik'd her man; and well ſhe might; 


The youth in perſon, and in parts, was brightz _ 


Neſſeſi d of es ry virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire. o'er the female heart: 
He met her paſſion, all her fighs return d, 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, bun di 
| Large his poſſeſſions, and deyond her own; 
Their dlifs the theme, and envy of the ton: 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more, 
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The fatal ſequel I through ſhame, forbear: 

ot pride, and av'rice, who can cure the fair? 
Man's rich with little, NTT; 

Nature is frugal, and her wants are few; 

Thoſe few wants anſwer d, bring ſincere delights ; 


: | But fools create themſelves new appetites : 


Fancy, and pride, ſeck things at vaſt expence, 
{| Which reliſh not to reaſon, nor to ſenſe. | 

When ſurfeit, or unthankfulneſs, deſtroys, 

ln nature's narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 

iu fancy's airy land of noiſe and ſhow, 

| Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures, grow; 


Fa 1 Like cats in air-pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 


on joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 
Lemira's fick 3 make haſte ; the doctor call: 


Ie comes; but-where's his patient? At the ball. 


The doctor ſtares ; her woman curtſies low, 
And cries, * My lady, ſir, is always fo: 


| | * Direrfions put her maladies to flight ; 


True, ſhe can't: ſtand, but ſhe can dance all night: 
i Ire known my lady (for ſhe loves a tune) 


| * For fevers take an opera in June: 


And, tho' perhaps you il think the practice bold, J 
A midnight park is for'reign for a cold: g 


Iich cholics, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 
' | * With indigeftions, ſupper juſt at three. 


A ſtrange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 

 Nuſt women have a doctor, or a dance? 

„ he droop and diy i reg lan. at home: * 
— ET, 
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For want—but not of health, are ladi /; 
And tickets cure beyond the doctoi s bill. 
Alas, my heart! how languiſbingly fair 
Yon lady lolls? With what a tender air ? 
Pale as a young dramatic author, when, 
O'er darling lines, fell Cibber waves his pen. 
1s her lord angry. or has Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the maſk forbid? 
© Late ſitting up has turn'd her roſes white. 


Why went ſhe not to bed ? * Becauſe 'twas night. 
Did ſhe then dance, or play? Nor this, nor that. 


Well night ſoon ſleals away in pleaſing chat. 

© No, all alone, her prayers ſhe rather choſe ; 
Than be that wretch to ſleep till morning roſe. 
Then lady Cynthia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the faſhionable owls, to bed : 

This her pride corets, this her health denies : 
Her ſoul is filly, but her body's wiſe. 


Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive, 


And triumph in the bloom of fifty five. 

"You, in the morning, a fair nywph juvite ; | 
To keep her word, a brown one comes at night ; 
Next day ſbe ſhines in glofly black ; and then 
Revolves into her native red agen; 


Like a dove's neck. ſhe (bifts ae Des: 


And is her own dear rival in your arms. 
But one admirer has the painted laſs ; 
Nor finds that one, but in her looking glaſs: 
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Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 

That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe us leſi. 
To deck the female cheek, ut only knows, 

Who paints leſs fair the lilly, and the roſe. | 

How gay the ſmile ? Such bleſſings nature pours, 
O'er-ſtock'd mankind enjoy but half her ſtores: 

In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſcen, 
She rears her flow'rs; and ſpreads her vel ret green: 
Pure gurgling rills the lonely deſart trace, 
And waſte their maſic on the ſavage race. 
Is nature then a niggard of her bliſs ? 
Repine we guiltleſs in a world like this? 
But our lewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted art's deprav'd allucements chufe, 
{| Such Fulvia's paſſion ſor the town; freſh air 
| (An odd eſſect ) gives yapours- to the fair; 

Green fields, and ſhaddy groves, and chryſtal ſpriogs, . 
And larks, and nightingales are odious things; : 
But ſmoke, and duſt; and noiſe, and crowds, delight 
And to be preſs'd to death, tranſports her quite: 
Where ſilver riv'lets play thro' flow'ry meads, 
And woodbines give their ſweets, and limes their ſhades, . 
Black kennels abſent odours ſhe regrets, 
Aud ſtops her noſe at beds of violets. 

i bs ſtormy life preferr'd to the ſerene? 

Or is the public to the private ſcene? 

| Retir'd we tread 2 ſmooth and open way; 

Trough briars and bramvles in the world we ſtray ; 

Stiff oppoſition, and perplex'd debate, | 

Aud thorny care, and rank 2 
Sa. 
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Which choak our paſſage, an ns, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of our ſoul, 

O ſacred ſolitude ! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fair wiſdom that celeſtial maid : 
The genuine offspring of her lov'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth I) are innocence and peace 3 
There, from the ways of men laid ſaſe aſhore, 
We ſmile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 


There, bleſs'd with health, with buſineſs unperplerk 


This life we reliſh, and enſure the next ; 

There too the muſes ſport ; theſe numbers free, 
Picrian Eaſtbury ! I owe to thee. | 
There ſport the muſes ; but not there alone: 

Their ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 

A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit: 

Both wits ! though miracles are ſaid to ceaſe, 


Three days, three wond'rous days! they liv'd in peace; 


With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 

On Durfey's pocſy, and Bunyan's proſe : 

The learned war both wage with equal force, 

And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 
Phoebe, though ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 

Is proud of being rich in happineſs: 

Laboriouſly purſues dcluſive toys, 

Content with pains, ſince they're reputed joys. 

With what well- acted tranſport will ſhe ſay, 

Well, ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
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And then that charming party for to-morrow !* 


| Though, well ſhe knows, 'twill languiſh into forrow: . 


I put the dares never boaſt the preſent hour: 


| The morning came, when Strephon, waking, found.. 


IA, eee e e eee, ee 


Low grateful one to touch, and one to taſte? 


fo groſs that cheat, it is beyond her power: 


for ſuch is, or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
or rather ſuch our crime. which till is ware, 


The preſent moment, like a wiſe. we ſhun, 


And neer enjoy, becauſe it is our own. 


Pleaſures are few, and fewer we enjoy ; 


nate, like quickfilver, is bright, and coy. 


Ve ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt (kill, 
ſtill it cludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 
I ſez'd at laſt, compute your mighty gains; 


| What is it, but rank poiſon in your veins? 


As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 


| Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies; 

I Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face fo fine, . 

| There's no ſatiety of charms divine: 

| Hence if her lover yawns, all chang'd appeare- 


Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul!) in tears: 


She, fond and young, laſt week, her wiſh enjoy d, 
la foft amuſement all the night employ d; 


(kurpriſing ſight!) his bride in forrow drown'd. 
What miracle, ſays Strephon, makes thee weep ? 


Men love a miſtreſs, as they love a feaſt; 


Yet ſure there is a certain time of day, 
Ve wiſh our miſtreſs, and our meat, away: 
—_— 
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But ſoon the ſated appetites return, 

Again our ſtomach crave, our boſoms burn 
Eternal love let man, then, never ſwear 3 

Let women never triumph, nor deſpair ; | 

Nor praiſe, nor blame, too much, the vere, er 
Hunger and lave are foreign to the will. 

There is indecd a paſſion more refin'd, 

For thoſe feu mt a. cds at 
Bout not of that unfaſhionable ſet 

Is Phyllis; Phyllis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte; | 

Phyllis demands eternal lore at leaſt. | 
Embracing Phyllis with ſoſt-ſmiling eyes, 

Eternal love | vow, the ſwain replies; 

But ſay, my all, my miſtreſs, and my friend! 

What day next week th' eternity (ball end? 


Some nymphs prefer aſtrovom'y to love; » | 


Elope from mortal man, and range above, 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 


Where, in a box, the whole creation lies: F | 


She ſees the plancts in their turns advance, 


And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance: F 


Of Deſagulicr ſhe beſpeaks freſh air; | 
And Whiſton has engagements with the fair. 
What vain experiments Sophronia tries! 

"Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
Bot though to day this rage of ſcience reigns, 
(o fickle ſex! ) ſoon end her learned pains. 


Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 


Turns out (be ſtars, and Newton is a fot. 


—ͤ—ꝛ— TTT 


THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 8. v. 225. 


1 — —turn ; ſhe never took the height 
of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 

the ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind, 
Graceful to ſight, and elegant to thought, 


+ | The great are vanquiſh'd, and the wiſe are taught, 
I Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet, 


When ſerious, eaſy ; and when gay, diſcreet; 
i glitt ring ſcenes, o'er her own heart ſincere ; 
In crouds. collected; and in courts, ſevere ; 
Sincere and warm, with zeal well-underſtood, 

I She takes a noble pride in doing good; 

© | Tet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 

The mode ſhe fixes by the gown ſhe wears; 

Of Glks and china ſhe's the laſt appeal: 

ln theſe great points ſhe leads the commonweal ; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 

Mechlia the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 

Iii doubt! tis darkneſs! till ſuſpended fate- 
+. | Aſumes her nod, to cloſe the grand debate. 
I | When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 
Their emulation only in their dreſs? 

But, oh ! the nymph that mounts above the leg, 
| And, gratis, clears religious myſteries, | 
Refoly'd the church's welfare to enſure, 

And make her family a fine-cure : 


| The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 


But takes in texts of ſcripture at picquet; 
ln thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
4nd thanks ber Maker that ber cards are good. | 
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What angels would thoſe be, who thus excel 
Ia theologics, could they ſew as well! 
Yet why ſhould not the fair her text purſue ? 
Can ſhe more decently the door -woo ? 
"Tis hard, too, ſhe who makes no uſt but chat 
Of her religion, ſhould be barr'd in that. 
Iſaac, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
O00 1 eee ee Ws. nals 
To beauteous Marcia often will repait | 
With a dark text, to light it at the fair. 
O how his pious ſoul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in woman-kind ? | 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture be 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee; 
Hums round about her, and with all his power 
Extracts ſweet wiſdom from ſo fair a flower? 
| The young and gay declining, Appia flies - 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe : 

By nature more an eagle than a dove, 
She impiouſly prefers the world to love. | 
Can wealth give happineſs ? look round and ſer 
What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery ! 8 

Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour, 
The mind annihilates, and calls for more. 
Wealth is a cheat; believe not what it ſays; 
Like any lord it promiſes=—— and pays. 
How will the miſer ſtartle, to be told 

Of ſuch a wonder, as inſolvent gold? | 
What nature wants has an intrinſie weight; 
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Which, for one moment, charms the fickle view; 
' | It charms us now; anon we caſt anew; 
To ſome freſh birth of fancy more iaclin'd; 
- | Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. | 
Miſtaken lovers, who make worth their care, 
And think accompliſhments will win the fair: 
The fair, tis true by genius ſhould be won, 
I 4s flow'rs unfold their beauties to the ſun; 
I | Andyetin female ſcales a fop out-weighs, 
| | And wit muſt wear the willow and the bays. 
+ | Nought ſhines ſo bright in vain Liberia's eye 
| | 45 riot, impudence, and perfidy ; 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd; 
And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid ; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charms, 
faatches the dear deſtroyer to her arms; 
uud amply gives (though treated long amiſs). 
The man of merit his revenge in this. 
If you reſent, and wiſh a woman ill, 
It turn her o'er one moment to her will. 
J The languid lady next appears in ſtate, 
o was nat born to carry her own weight; 
Ie dolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
I To her own ſtature lifts the feeble maid. 
Idas, if ordain d to fo ſevere a doom, 
Le, by juſt ſtages, journeys round the room: 
Bit, knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To ſcale the Alps—that is, aſcend the ſtairs, 
| fan! let others ſay, who laugh at toil ; 
. | Ta! hood! gloye ! ſcarf! is her laconic ſtile 
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And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 
That Betty rather ſees, than hears the call: 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye, 
Piece out th' idea her faint words deny. 

O liſten with attention moſt profound ! 

Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound 
And help! oh help! her ſpirits are ſo dend, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 
If, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'er, 

She pants! ſhe (inks away ! and is no more. 
Let the robuſt, and the gigantic carve, 

Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarre: 

— But chew ſhe muſt herſelf ah eruel fate! 
That Roſalinda can't by proxy eat 
An antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind hear'n!) againſt the poiſon of their eyes: 
| Thaleftris triumphs in @ manly mien; * 
Loud is her accent, and her phraſe obſcene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the ſhame ?- 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares to name. 
This honeſt fellow is ſincere and plain, 

And juſtly gives the jealous huſband pain. 
(Vain is the taſk to petticoats aſſign d, 
If wanton language ſhews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her eloquence, 
An oath ſupplies the vacancies of ſenſe. 
Hark! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding 4 : 
And teach the neighb'ring echoes how to ſwear. . 
By Jove, is faint, and for the ſimple ſwain 3 
She, on the Chriſtian ſyſtem, is prophane. 
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- | Jt though the volley rattles in your ear, 
lere her dreſs, ſhe's not a grenadier. 

u chunder's awful how much more our dread, 
Ines jove deputes a lady in his ſtead ? 
| Ahdy, pardon my miſtaken pen, | 
A ſhameleſs woman is the worſt of men. 
| Few to goed-breeding make a juſt pretence; 
esd - breeding is the bloſſom of good · ſenſe ; 

I The laſt reſult of an accompliſh'd mind, 
1 Vith outward grace, the body's virtue, join d. 
þ eder ae a 
f 8 
Ine point they aim at is deſormity: 
I They throw their perſons with a hoyden air 
* Acroſs the room, and tols into the chair. 

s far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
-* | They, for our manners, have exchang'd their own. 
- ' | The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 
. The gentle movement, and flow-meaſur'd pace, | 
- | For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pray'd, 

© | Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
© {tiff forms are bad; but let not worſe intrude, 
© I Nor conquer art and nature, to be rude. | 
+ Iodern good - breeding carry to its height, 

i lady D ——'$ felf will be polite. 
| TYerifing fair! ye bloom of Britain's ifle! 
I When high-born Anna, with a ſoften'd ſmile, 
{leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
un ſcems molt bard, is, not to be well-bred. 
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Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 
And all, but adoration, is your due. 

But adoration! give me ſomething more, 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore: 
Nought treads fo ſilent as the foot of time; 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime; 
"Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news, that we grow old. 

_ Autumnal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each public place. 
o how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms, 
Who looks through ſpectacles to ſee your charms? 
While rival undertakers hover round, 


And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 


Intent not on her own, but others doom, 
She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd ſprights away, 


sbe walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 


Gay rainbow filks her mellow charms infold, 
non OS | 
Her griſled locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, 
And art has levell'd her deep-furrow'd face. 
Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 
We'll aſk her blefling, but can't aſk her love. 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but berſelf) at ninety nine. 
O how unlike her was the ſacred age 
Ot prudent Portia? her grey bairs engage; 


Whoſe thoughts are ſuited to her life's decline: 


Virtae's the paint that can with wrinkles ſhine, 
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That, and that only, can old age ſuſtain ; 

Which yet all wiſh, nor know they with for pain. 

Not numerous are our joys, when life is new z 

And yearly ſome are falling of the few; 

ut when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 

And downward tend into the vale of age, 

They drop apace ; by nature ſome decay, 

And ſome the blaſts of fortune ſweep away ; 

Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 

Ve call for death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud. 
Where's Portia now ? —2—— But Portia left behind 

Two lovely copies of her form and mind. | 

What heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 

Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipp'd in morning dew ? 


I Who into ſhelter takes their tender bloom, 


And forms their minds to flee from ills to come: 
The mind, when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
1 Drives at the mercy of the wind and tide ; 


» Fancy and paſſion toſs it to and fro; 


A-while tormeat, and then quite ſink in woe. 
Ye beauteous orphans, ſince in ſilent duſt 

_ Your beſt example lies, my precepts truſt. 

- | Life ſwarms witkyills; the boldeſt are afraid ; 

I Where then is ſafety for a tender maid? 

I Vafit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of ſoes 
When kind, moſt cruel ; 2 the maſt, * 
The leaſt obliging ; and by favours loſt. 
Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate; | 
And ſcorn you for thoſe ils themſelves create, 

| Ves. Ih, T 
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If on your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 
"Twill ever ſtick through malice of your own. 
Moſt hard! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; 
And yet from pleaſing your chief daogers rife? 
Then pleaſe the beſt ; aud know, for men of ſenſe, 
Your ſtrongeſt charms are native Innocence. 

Art on the mind. like paint upon the' face, 

Fright him that's worth your love, from your embra. 
In ſimple manners all the ſecret lies : 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wiſe. 
Vain ſhew and noiſe intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 

Aﬀe not empty fame, and idle praiſe. 

Which, all thoſe wretches I deſcribe, betrays, 

Tour ſex's glory tis, to ſhine unknown ; 

Of all applauſe, be fondeſt of your own. 

Beware tlie fever of the mind! that thirſt 

With which tlie age is eminently curſt: 

To drink of pleaſure, but inflames deſire ; 

And abſtinence alone can quench the fire ; 

Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb; 
Give peace in'habd; and promiſe bliſs to come. 
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Inſcribed to the Nonr HonovzaLe the 


Lavr ELIZABETH GERMAIN, 


Interdum tamen et tollit comocdia vocem. Hon. 


Sought a patroneſs, but ſought in vain, 25 
Apollo whiſper'd in my ear Germain. 

I know her not. Your reaſon's ſomewhat odd; 
Who knows his patron, now?” reply'd the god. 
© Men write, to me, and to the world, unknown 
Then ſteal great names, to ſhield them from the town, 
Detected worth, like beauty diſarray d, 

© To covert flies, of praiſe itſclf afraid: 


| * Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays, 


A4 vengeance write a volume in her ptaiſe. 
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Nor think it hard fo great a length to run; 

When ſuch the theme, twill eaſily be done.* 
Le fair! to draw your excellence at length; 

' Exceeds the narrow bounds of human ſtrength z 

You, here, in miniature your picture ſce; | 

Nor hope from Zincks more juſtice than from me, 

My portraits grace your mind, as his your fide; 


His portraits will inflame, mine quench, your pride: 


He's dear, you frugal; chooſe my cheaper lay ; 
And be your reformation all my pay. 
Lavinia is polite, but not prophane; 
To church as conſtant as to Drury-lane. 

_ She decently, in form, pays beaven its due; 
And makes a civil viſit to her pew. 
Her lifted fan, to give a ſolemn air, | 
Conceals her face, which paſſes for a prayer: 
Curtſies to curtſies, then, with grace, ſucceed; 
Not one the fair omits, but at the creed. 
Or if ſhe joins the ſervice, tis to ſpeak ; | 
Throꝰ dreadful ſilence the pent heart might break; 
VUntaught to bear it, women talk away 

To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 
But ſweet their accent, and their air refin'd; 
For they're before there Maker—and mankind : 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himſelf will toll the pariſh bell. 
Acquainted with the world, and quite well bred, 
Druſa receives her viſitants in bed ; 

But, chaſte as ice, this Veſta, to defy 

The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 


pda ee FAA 24 


Heap © > FF 


THE UNIVERSAL PASSION. 8. vi. 223 


When from the ſheets her lovely form ſhe lifts, 
She begs you juſt would turn you, while ſhe ſhifts. 
Thoſe charms are greateſt which decline the ſight, 

That makes the banquet poignant and polite. 
There is no woman, where there's no reſerve z 

And. tis on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. - 

\ But with a modern fair, meridian merit 

: ua fierce thing they call a nymph of ſpirit. - 

Mark well the rollings of her flaming eye; 

And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 

© Or if you take a lion by the beard *, 

© Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian pard, 

Or arm d rhinoceros, or rough Ruſſia n bear, 

Firſt make your will, and then converſe with her. 

| This lady glorics in profuſe expencez; 

And thinks diſtraction is magni:icence. 

| To beggar her gallant, is ſome delight z 

Io be more fatal till, is exquiſite 

| Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 

; In duel fell two lovers; one run mad. 

| Her foes their honeſt execrations pour 3 

Her lovers only ſhould deteſt her more. 

| Flavia is conſtant to her old gallant, 

And generouſly ſapports him in his want. 

- But marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, 

A hell, no lady fo polite can bear. | 

ed, | She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains - 
28 — — he maintains. - 
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Nor leaſt advantage has the fair to plead, 
But that of guilt, above the marriage-bed. 

Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraints : 

Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a ſaint; 

Her ſoul ſuperior flies formality ; 

So gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 

Some might ſuſpeA the nymph not over god 

Nor would they be miſtaken, if they ſhould. = 
Unmarried Abra puts on formal airs; 


Her cuſhion's thread -l bare with her conſtant prayen, 


Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 
At once cngag'd in prayer and charity. 
And this, to do her juſtice mult be ſaid, 


© Who would not think that Abra was a mad? 


Some ladies are too beauteous to be wed; 
But where's the man that's worthy of their bed? 
If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be raviſh'd at threeſcore. 

Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark: 
And nothing now is wanting but her ſpark, 

Lucia thinks happineſs conſiſts in Nate z 
Sde weds an ideot, but ſhe cats in plate. 


The goods of fortune, which her ſoul poſlcfs, 


Are but the ground of unmade happineſs; 
The rude material: wiſdom add to this, 
Wiſdom, the ſole artificer of bliſ - 
She from herſelf, if ſo compell'd by need, 
Oft thin content can draw the ſubtle thread; 
But (no detraction to her ſacred ſkill) 
I ſhe can work in pold, tis better Mill. 
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If Tullia had been bleſt with half her ſenſe, 
None could too much admire her excellence; 
But ſince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 


She thiaks it vulgar to defend the right. 


With underſtanding ſhe is quite o'er-run ; 

And by too great accompliſhments undone? 

With ill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 

For ever moſt divinely in the wrong. 
Naked in nothing ſhould a woman be; 

But. veil her very wit with modeſty; 

Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 

But yield her charms of mind with ſweet delay. 
For pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 


: To make themſelves important, men muſt grieve. 


Leſbia the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
Pretends, the fop ſhe laughs at, is ador'd. 


In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence ; 5 
The fact ſhe feigns were ſcarce a worſe offence. 


| Mira, endow'd with every charm to bleſs, 
Has no. deſign, but on her huſband's peace: 

He lov'd, her much; and greatly was he mov'd 
At ſmall inquietudes in her he lov'd. : 
How charming this: the pleaſure laſted long; 
Now every day the fits come thick and ſtrong; 
At laſt he found the charmer only feign d; 


And was diverted when ſhe ſhould be pain'd. 


What greater vengeance have the gods in ſtore ? 
How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more:? 
She tries a thouſand arts; but none ſucceed ; 
he's fore d a fever to procure indeed? 
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Thus ſtrictiy prov d this virtuous, loving wife, 
Her huſband's pain was dearer than her life. - 
Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 

Who never thinks her lover pays his due 

Viſit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore; 

Her majeſty, to-morrow, calls for more. 

His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 

As unoil'd hinges, querulouſly ſhrill. 

Lou went laſt night with Celia to the ball. 
You prove it falſe. Not go! that's worſt of all.” 
Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame; 
And arrant- contradictions are the ſame. 


Her lover muſt be ſad, to pleaſe her ſpleen; 


His mirth is an inexpiable fin : 
For of all rivals that can pain her breaſt, 
There's one, that wounds far deeper than the reſt; _ . 
To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſhelf 
Is, if her lover dares enjoy himſelf, | 

And this, becauſe ſhe's exquiſitely fair : 
Should 1 diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare? 
How would Melania be ſurpriz'd to hear | 
She's quite deform'd ? and yet the caſe is clear; 
What's female beauty, but an air divine, | 
Thro' which the mind's all-gentle graces ſhine? 
They, like the ſun, irradiate all between ; 
The body charms becauſe the ſoul is ſeen. 
Hence, men are often captives of a face, 
They know not why, of no peculiar grace: 


Some forms, tho' bright, no mortal man can bear; 


Some, none reſiſt tho" not exceeding fair, 


— 
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Aſpaſia's highly born, and nicely bred, 
- | Of taſte refin'd, in life and manners read; 

- | Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 
Bot to be teaz d by her own excellence. 
folks are ſo auk ward! things ſo unpolite!® 
| She's elegantly pain'd from morn till night. 

{ Her delicacy s ſhock'd where er ſhe goes; 
- | Each creature's imperfections are her woes. 
Heav'n- by its favour has the fair diſtreſt, 
And pour d ſuch bleſſings that ſhe can't be bleſt- 
Ah! why fo vain, though blooming in thy ſpring, 
Thou ſhining, frail, ador'd, and wretched thing ? 
0ld-age will come; diſcaſe may come before: 
 Fiftcen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 
6 


Ie grant theſe fugitives prolong their ſtay, 


weir baſis totters. their foundation ſtiakes; 
| Life, that ſupports them, in a moment breaks; 
Then wrought into the foul let virtues ſhine ; 
| The ground eternal, as the work divine. 

- Julia's a manager; ſhe's born for rule; 
And knows her wiſer huſband is a fool, 
Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the ſubtle thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed; 
Tor difficult amours can ſmooth the way, 

Aud tender letters dictate, or convey. 

ut if depriv'd of ſuch important cares, 

| Her viſom condcſcends to leſs affairs. 

For her own breakfaſt ſhe'll project a ſcheme, 
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Preſides o'er trifles with a ſerious face; 
Important, by the virtuc of grimace. 

Ladies ſupreme among amuſements reign ; 
B+ nature born to ſooth, and entertain. 
Their prudence in a ſhare of folly lies: 

Why will they be fo weak. as to be wiſe ? 

Syrena is for ever in extremes, 

And with a vengeance ſhe commends, Mia 
Conſcious of her diſcernment. which is good, 
She ſtrains too much to make it underſto«.). 
Her judgment juſt, her ſentence is too ſtrengz 
Decauſe ſhe's right, ſhe's ever in the wrons. 

Brunetta's wiſe in actions great, and rare 
But ſcorus on trifles to beſtow her care. 
Thus ev'ry hour Brunctta is to blame, 
| Becauſe th occaſion is beneath their aim. 
Think a trifle, though it ſmall appear : 

Small ſands 
And trifles life Your care to trifles give, - 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 

Go breakfaſt with Alicia, there you'll ſee, 
Simplex mund:tiis, to the laſt degree: 

Vualac'd her ſtays, her night gown is unty d, 
And what ſhe has of head dreſs is aſide. bo 
She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaſh'd her hands, and much beſnuff d her fac 

A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 
And would draw on jack - boots as ſoon as gloves: 
| Gloves by queen Bcfs's maidens might be miſt. 
ION ns * . 
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With ſcarlet finger, and long jetty nail ; 

For H—y the firſt wit ſhe cannot be, 

Nor, cruel Kd the firſt toaſt, for thee, 
Since full each other ſtation of renown, 

Who would not be the greateſt trapes in town? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight ; 

A female ſloven is an odious ſight. 

Fair Iſabella is fo fond of fame, 

That her dear ſelf is her eternal theme; 
Through hopes of contradiction, oft ſhe'll fay, 
$ Methinks I lo k fo wretchedfy to day! 


'Tis often leſs a blefling than a ſnare. | 
Diſtruſt mankind ; with your own heart confer ; 
And dread even there to find a flatterer. 

The breath of others raiſes our renown ; 

Our own as ſurcly blows the pageant wn. 


Take up no more than you by worth can claim, 
Leſt ſoon you prove a bankrupt in your fame. 


But own I muſt, in this perverted age, 


I | Who moſt deſerve, can't always moſt engage. 


$ far is worth from making glory ſure, 
It often hinders what it ſhould procure. 


Whom praiſe we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, aud wiſe? 


No; wretches, whom, in ſecret, we deſpiſe. 


| And who fo blind. as not to ſee the cauſe ? | 


No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe z 
And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, 


ut 


I | When moſt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 


I which our ſpleen may wound true worth the more, 
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Ladies there are who think one crime is all; 
Can women, then, no way but backward fall? 
$0 ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 
To pay its loſs, they think all others few. 
Who hold that crime fo dear, mult never claim 
Of injur'd modeſty the ſacred name. 

But Clio thus: What railing without end? 
Mean taſk bow much more gen'rous to commend} 
Yes, to commend as you are wont to do, 
My kind inſtructor, and example too. 
© Daphanis.' ſays Clio, has a charming eye? 
© What pity tis her ſhoulder is awry! \ 
© Aſpaſia's ſhape indeed— but then her air 
The man has parts who finds deſtruction there, 
Almeria wit has ſomething that's divine; 
And wit's enough how few in all things ſhine. 
Selina ſerves her friends, relieves the poor 
© Who was it ſaid Sclina's near threeſcore ? 
* At Lucia's match I from my ſoul rejoice; 
The world congratulates ſo wiſe a choice; 


His lordſhip's rent: roll is excerdint great 
* But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 


* In Sherley's form might cherubims appear; T 


© But then—ſhe has a freckle on her ear. 


Without a but, Hortenſia ſhe commends , © 


The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 


Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue, bright: 
But how comes this to paſs?—ſhe dy d laſt night. 


Thus nymphs commend, who yet at ſatire rails +4 


Indeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail | 
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On other's fame, thro' fondneſs for our own. 
Of rank and riches proud, Cleora frowns; 

For are not coronets akin to crowns ? | 

Her greedy eye and her ſublime addreſs, 

The height of avarice and pride confeſs. 

You ſeck perfections worthy of her rank; 

Go, ſeck for her perfections at the Bank. 

By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroul'd, 

For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 

As fond of five-pence, as the verieſt cit ; 

happy ys ogoigatean 
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| And whence ſuch praiſe ? our virulence is thrown 


Can gold calm paſſion, or make reaſon ſhine? 


Can we dig peace. or wiſdom, from the mine? 
Wiſdom to gold prefer; for 'tis much leſs 

To make our fortune, than our happineſs. 

|] That happineſs which great ones often ſee, 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree; 
Themſclves unbleſt. The poor are only poor; 
Bat what are they who droop amid their ſtore ? 
6.1 Nothing is meaner than a wretch of tate; 


I The happy only are the truly great. 


Peaſants enjoy like appetites with kings; 
And thoſe beſt ſatisfied with cheapeſt things. 
Coulg both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
Our envy could be due to large expence. 


Since not, thoſe pomps which te the great belong, 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng, 


zee how they beg an alms of flattery ? 


They languiſh! oh ſupport them CRE. 
Yor. LY U 
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A decent competence we fully taſte; ER 

It ſtrikes our ſenſe, and gives a conſtant feaſt : 
More, we by diot of thought alone; 

The rich muſt labour to poſſeſs their oon, 

To feel their great abundance ; and requeſt 

Their humble friends to help them to be bleſty* 
To ſce their treaſures, hear thcir glory told, 
Add aid the wretched impotence of gold. {diving 


But ſome, great ſouls! and touch'd with warmth 


Sire gold a price, and teach its beams to ſhine. 
All hoarded treaſures they repute a load; 


Nor think their wealth their own. till well beſtos l 


_ reſervoirs of public happineſs, 
ro* ſecret ſtreams diffulively they bleſs; 


rr while their bounties glide cin eal'd from view | 


R<licve our wants, and ſpare out bluſhes too. 
But ſatire is my taſk; and theſe deſtroy 

Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain, 
Ard blaſt our common enemy, G un: 
But our inveRives wuſt deſpair ſucceſs; 
For next to praiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs. 


What pictures yonder looſen'd from its frame} 


Or is't Aſturis ? that afſeacd dame. 

The brighteſt forms, thre' afſe ation fade, 

To ſtrange new things, which nature never mads. 
Frown not, ye fair ! ſo much your fex we prize, 
We hate thok arts that take you from our ey es. 
In Albucinda's native grace is ſeen 


What you, who labour at pet ſoction, mean. 


= # 


|} Short is the rule, and to be learnt with caſe, 
| Retain your gentle ſelves, and you mult pleaſe, 


| While one white finzer, and a thumb, conſpire 


As Lethe. dreadful to the love of fame. 
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Here might I ſing of Memmia's mincing mien, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine; 
How two red lips affected zephyrs blow, : 
To cool the bohea, and inflame the beau: 


To lift the cup, and make the world admire. 
Tea! how | tremble at thy fatal ſtream! 


What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen ! 

Wat ſhades of mighty names which once have 2 
An hecatomb of characters ſupplies | 

Thy painted altars daily ſacrifice. 


| H—, . —=, ſperſt by thee, decay, 


As grains of ſineſt ſugars melt away, 

And recommend thee more to mortal taſte; 
deandal's the ſweetner of a female feaſt. . 
But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 
And thy revolting naiads call for wine ; 
Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve under thee; 
bit reign in thy own cup, exploded ten! 


| Ci:onia's noſe declares thy ruin nizh, 


Aud who dares give Citronia's noſe the lie? * 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim'd, 

Aud wnat impair'd both health and viituc, blam'd ;. 
At length, to reſcus man, the generous laſs 


le from her conſort the * glaſs. 


A olem quis Gere Elen 
Audcat? Vine. 


236 LOVE OF FAME 
As glorious as the Biitiſh queen renown'd, 
Who ſuck'd the poiſon from her huſband's wound, 
Nor to the glats alone are nymphs inclin'd, 
But every bolder vice of bold mankind. 
O Juvenal! for thy ſevcrer rage! 
To laih the ranker follics of our age. 
Are there, among the females of our iſle, 
Such faul:s, at which it is a ſau't to ſmile? + 
There are. Vice, once by modeſt nature chain's 
And legal ties, expatiates unreſtrain'd ; | 
Without thin decency held up to view, 
Naked ſhe ſtalks o'er law and goſpel too. 
Our matrons lead ſuch exemplary lives, 
Men ſigh in vain for none, but for their wives; 
Who marry to be free, to range the wore, 
And wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore. 
Abroad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 
And one eternal tempeſt of debate. 
What foul eruptions, from a look moſt meek ! 
What thunders burſting, from a dimpled check ! 
Their paſſions bear it with a lofty hand! 
But then, their reaſon is at due command. 
Is there whom you deteſt, and ſeek his life? 
FTruſt no foul with the ſecret— but his wife. 
Wives wonder that their conduct I condemn, 
And aſk, what kindred is a ſpouſe to them? 
What ſwarms of am'rous grandmothers l ſee? 
And miſſes, ancient in iniquity! 
What blaſting whiſpers, and what loud declaiming! 
What , drinking, bawding, 2 gaming! 


{ They heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave; , 
Thro' cowardice, moſt execrably brave, 
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Friendſhip ſo cold ſuch warm incontinence 
Such griping av'rice, ſuch profuſe expence ; 
such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes; 
Such licenc'd iil, ſuch maiquerading times; 


uch venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe; 


Such flatter'd guilt, and {ach inverted laws; 
Such diſſolution through the whole | find, 
'Tis not a world, but chaos of mankind. . 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well-dreſs'd belle 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of hell; 
And caſts an eye of ſwect diſdain on all, 

Who liſtens leſs to C ns, than St Paul. | 
Atheiſts have been but rare; ſince nature's birth, 
Till now, She-atheiſts ne'er appear'd on earth. 


lie men of deep reſcarches, ſay, whence ſprings. 
This daring character, in timorous things? 


Who ſtart at feathers, from an inſect fly, 
A match for nothing but the Deity... 

But, not to wrong the fair. the muſe muſt own: 
In this purſuit they court not fame alone; 


| But join to that a more ſubſtantial view, 


* From thinking free, to be free agents too.” [down, 
They ſtrive with their own hearts, and keep — 

Ia complaiſance to all the fools in town. 

0 how they tremble at the name of prude! 


| And die with ſhame at thought of being good! 


For what will Artimis, the rich and gay, 
What will the wits, that is. the coxcombs ſay? 


U3 
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With our own judgments durſt we to comply, 
In virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 
Riſe then, my muſe, in honeſt fury riſe; 
They dread a ſatire, who defy the ſkies. 
Atheiſts are few: moſt nymphs a Godhead own; 
And nothing but his attributes dethrone, 
From atheiſts far, they ſtedſaſtly Lelieve 
God is, and is almighty to forgive. 
His other excellence they'll not diſpute ; 
But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 
Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 
A lady's ſoul in everlaſtiog pain? 
Will the great Author us poor worms deſtroy, 
For now and then a ſip of tranſient joy ? 
No, he's for ever in a ſmiling mood; 
He's like themſelves ; or how could he be good? 
And they blaſpheme, who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe. 
Devoutly, thus, Jchovah they depoſe, 
The pure! the juſt! and ſet up in his ſtead, 
A deity, that's perfectly well-bred. | 
© Dear T—Il—n! beſure the beſt of men; 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Origen. 
* Though once upon a time he miſbehav'd ; 
Poor Satan! doubtleſs, he'll at length be fav'd. 
Loet prieſts do ſomething for their one in ten; 
* It is their trade; ſo far they're honeſt men. 


Let them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 


© And dreſs their notions, like themſelves in black; 
* Fright us with terrors of a world unknown, 
From joys of this, to kcep them all their own. 
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« Of earth's fair fruits, indeed they claim a fee; 
: But then they leave our untyth'd virtue free. 
Virtuc's a- pretty thing to make a ſhow: 
Did ever mortal write like Rocheſocault ?* 
{| Thus pleads the devil's fair apvlgiſt, 
And, pleading, ſafely enters on his liſt. 
Leet angel forms angelic truths maintain; 

Nature disjoins the beauteous and prophane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtuc's face ? 
virtue made viſible in outward grace? 
she, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks mankind, 
But charms decline: the fair long vigils keep: 
They ſleep no more! *Quadrille has murder'd ſleep. 
© Poor K——p! crics Livia; I have not been there 
© Theſe two nights; the poor creature will deſpair, 
— el hate a crowd—but to do good, you know | 
© And people of condition ſhould beſtow.* | 
Convinc'd, o'ercome, to K—-p's grave matron's run; 
Now ſet a daughter, and now ſtake a ſon; | 
Let health, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, fly 
And beggar half their race—thro' charity, 
Immortal were we, or clſe mortal quite, 
I leſe ſhould blame this criminal delight: 
| But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 

| Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 
| M&#hinks, we need not our ſhort beings "Ry 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone, 
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We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 

And give eternity to murder time. 
The love of gaming is the worſt of ills ; 
With ceaſcleſs ſtorms the blacken d foul it fills;. 
Inveighs at heav'n, neg!<&ts the ties of blood; 
Deſtroys the power and will of doing good; 
Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 


And, what is (till more dreadſul— ſpoils your face. | 


See yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 
The ſcandal, and the ruin of our iſle ! 
And ſte, (ſtrange ſight amid that ruftian band, 
A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 
That rattles loud a ſmall enchanted box, 
Which, loud as thunder, on the board ſhe knocks. 


And as fierce ſtorms, which earths foundation ſhook, 


From Aolus's cave impetuous broke, 

From this ſmall cavern a mix'd tempeſt flics, 

Fear, rage, convulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies ! 
For men, I mean,—the fair diſcharges none; 

She (guiltleſs creature!) ſwears to heav'n alone. 

| Sec her eyes ſtart! checks glow ! and muſcles ſwell! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. | 
Thus that divine one her ſoft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys! 

And when the cruel morning calls to bed, 

And on her pillow lays her aking head, 

With the dear images her dreams are crown'd, © 
The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round; 
Imaginary ruin charms her ſtill ; 


| Her happy lord is cuckol'd by ſpadil : 


y! 
y! 
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| |} and if ſhe's brought to bed, tis ten to one, 
| He marks the forchead of her darling ſon. 


O ſcene of horror, and of wild deſpair, 
Why is the rich Atrides' ſplended heir, 
Conſtrain'd to quit his ancient lordly feat, 
Aad hide his glorics in a mean retreat? | 
Why that drawn ſword ? And whence that diſmal cry 


{| Why pale deſtraction thro' the family? 
tee my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 


And trembling ſervants from the tempeſt creeps: 
C iy that gay ſon to diſtant regions ſent? 
it ſiends that daughter's deſtin'd match prevent ? 
ing the whole houſe in ſudden ruin laid? 
0 + hing, but laſt night— my lady play d. 
vut wanders not my ſatire from her theme? 
I: thus too owing to the love of fame? 
1houzh now your hearts on lucre are beſtow'd, 


+ *T'was firſt a vain-devotion to the mode; 


Nor ceaſe we here. ſince tis a vice ſo ſtrong; 


The torrent ſweeps all womankind along. 


This may be ſaid, in honour of our times, 
That none now ſtand diſtinguiſh'd by their crimes. 
if fin you muſt take nature for your guide: 


| Love has ſome ſoft excuſe to footh your guide 
Ye fair apoſtates from love's antient powr! 


Can nothing ravith but a golden ſhower ? 
Can cards alone your glowing fancy ſeize; 
Muſt Cupid learn to punt, ere he can pleaſe ? 
When you're enamonr'd of a liit or caſt, 


Wnat can the preacher more, to make us chaſte ? 


Why muſt ſtrong youths unmarry'd pine away? 
They find no woman diſcngag'd—from play. 
Why pine the marry'd ? —Q ſeverer futc! 
They find from play no diſcngag'd-—eſtate. 
Flavia, at lovers falſe, untouch'd, and hard, 
Turns pale, and trembles at a cruel card. 
Nor Arria's Bible can ſecure her age; ; 
Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her page. 
While death ſtands by, bot till the game is done, 
To ſweep that ſtake, in juſtice, long his own: 
Like old cards ting'd with fulphur, ſhe takes fires 
Or like ſauffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes higher. 
Ye gods! with new dclights infpire the fair; 
Or give us ſons, and fave us from deſpair. 
Sons brothers, fathers, huſbands, tradeſmen, cloſe 
In my complaint. and brand your fins in proſe: 
Yet I believe. as firmly as my creed, 
Ja ſpite of all our wiſdom, you'll proceed: 
Our pride ſo great. our paſſion is fo ſtrong, 
Advice to right confirms us in the wrong, 
I hear you cry, This fellow's very odd. 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod? 
But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul. 
And turn your eves with coldneſs on the vole. 
The charm begins! to yonder flood of light. 
That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your ſight. 
What guardian pow'r o'erwhelme your ſouls with awe? 
Her deeds are precepts, her example law: On 
Midſt empire's cha: ms. how Carolina's heart. 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art-? 
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| Her favour is diffus'd to that degree, 
| Exceſs of goodneſs ! it has dawn'd on me: 
When in my page, to balance numerous faults, 
or godlike deeds were ſhown, or gen'rous thoughts, 
de ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas d, nor knew 
| From whom my pen the borrow'd luſtre drew. 
* Thus the majeſtic mother of mankind; 
To her own charms moſt amiably blind, 
on the green margin innucently ſtood, | 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryſtal flood; 
forvey'd che ſtranger in the painted wave, 
And, ſmiling, prais'd the beauties which ſhe gave 


* Mr rox. 
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* Ti 

SATIRE VE |X 
| | 3 Te 
TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE " 
„„ 4 

Sm ROBERT WALPOLE. I 
| | 3 

| | THe, An 

Carmina tum melius, cum venerit Ire, canemus, wi 
ON this laſt labour, this my cloſing ſtrain, | But 
Smile, Walpole, or the nine inſpire in vain: An 

To thee 'tis due; that verſe how juſtly thine, Wh 
Where Brunſwick's glory crowns the whole deſign? | Thi 


That glory. which thy counſels make ſo bright; 

That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 

 Hluftrious commerce, and but rarely known! | 

To give, and take, a luſtre from the throne. 4 
Nor think that thou art forcign to my theme; 

The fountain is not foreign to the ſtream. 

How all mankind will be ſurpriz d, to ſee 

This flood of Britiſh folly charg'd on thee! 

Bay, Britain! whence this caprice of thy ſons, 

Which thro? their varidus ranks with fury runs? 


FS 


Fasse 


Aud gives our rulers undelign'd applauſe ; 


| And Julls us in the downy lap of peace. 
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| The cauſe is plain, = cauſe which we muſt bleſs; 
For caprice is the daughter of ſucceſs, 
(A bad eſſed, but from a plealing cauſe!) 


Tells how their conduct bids our wealth increaſe, 


While I ſurvey the bleſſings of our iſle, 
Her arts triumphant in the royal ſmile, 


| Her public wounds bound up, her credit bigh, 
1 n 


The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme agen, 
And ſhews the madneſs of ambitious men, | 
Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 


And burn to give mankind a ſingle lord. 


The follies paſt are of a private kind; 
Their ſphere is ſmall; their miſchief is conſin d: 
But daring men there are (Awake, my muſe, 
And raiſe thy verſe!) who bolder frenzy chuſe ; 


| Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away ; 


Ine world their ficld, and humankind their prey. 
The Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 

With rage and terror ſtalking by his fide, 

Raves round the globe ! he ſoars into a god! 


t | band faſt, Olympus! and fuſtain his riod. 


The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 


| | And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains. 


What flaughter'd hoſts! what cities in a blaze! 
What waſted countries! and what crimſon ſeas! 
With orphans tears his impious bow! o'erflows, 


E 
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And cannot thrice ten hundred years unprait 
The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? | 
Why want we then encomiums on the ſtorm, 

Or famine, or volcano? They perform 

Their mighty deeds ; they, hero-like, can ſlay, 
And ſpread their ample defarts in a day. 

O great alliance! O divine renown ! Or 
With dearth, and peſtilence, to ſhare the crown, 4 
When men extol a wild deſtroyer's name, ] 
Earth's Builder and Preſerver they blaſpheme. 

One to deſtroy, is murder by the law; 
And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe; 
To murder thouſands, takes a ſpecious name, 
War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. 

When, after battle, I the ficld have feen 
Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men; | 
A ration cruſh'd. a nation of the brave! 
A realm of death! and on this fide the grave! 
Are there, ſaid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 

This human chaos, carry ſmiles away? 

How did my heart with indignation riſe ! 

How honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 

How was I ſhock'd to think the hero's trade 

Of ſuch materials, fame and triumph made! 
How guilty theſe? Yet not leſs guilty they, | 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way? An 
Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 
And hows, and fmiles, more fatal than dei od 
Who Pifie nature, and ſubſiſt on art; | 
| Who. coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
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All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard, 


I marble polith'd, and as marble hard ; 

| Who do for gold as Chriſtians do thro' gone, 
With open arms their enemies embrace: 

Who give a nod when broken hearts repine ; 


The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine: 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinelin'd. 


And in their height of kindneſs, are unkind. 
© Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 
| Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 


Here ceaſe my muſe! the catalogue is writ ; 


| Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 
| Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 
| Thy partial pen and boaſt an equal claim: 


Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here, 


May furniſh laughter for another year. 


Then let Criſpino, who was nc'er refuſs'd- 
The juſtice yet of being well abus d, 


| With patience wait; and be content to reign 


The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 
Some future ſtrain, in which the muſe ſhall tell 


| How ſcience dwindles, and how volumes ſwell. 


How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the ſun. 

How tortur'd texts to ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. 

How miſers ſqueeze a young voluptuous peer; 


His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 


How Verres is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 
With fword and piſtol, than with was and ſeal. 
* 
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How lawyers” fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 
That clients are redreſs'd till they're undone, 

How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport z 
And ev'n denials coſt us dear at court 

How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes. 
This ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 
Which 1, like ſummer flies, ſhake off agen, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey: 
That duty done, I haſten to complete 
My own deſign ; for Tonſon's at the gate. 

The love of fame in its effe ſurvey d, | 
The muſe has ſung ; be now the cauſe diſplay'd: 
Since ſo diffuſive and ſo wide its ſway, 

What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 

Shot from above, by beav'n's indulgence, came 
This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 
To warm, to raiſe, to deify, mankind, 

Still burning brighteſt in the uobleſt mind. 
By large-ſoul'd men, for thirſt of f ame renown'd, 


Wiſe laws were fram'd. and ſecret arts were found; 


Deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriots reſt ; 
And made a bulwark of the warrior's breaſt; 
It bids Argyle in fields and ſenates ſhine, 
What more can prove its origin divine? 
But, oh! this paſſion planted in the foul, 
On eagles wings to mouut her to the pole, 


The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 


| Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent. 
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Ambition, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Of blots, and beauties, an alternate ſource; 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit, 

Who thrives upon the carcaſſes of wit; 
And in art-loving Scarborough is ſeen 
How kind a patron Pollio might have been. 
Pur ſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools ; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height ; 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 
{ Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
| Why, and in what degrees, pride ſways the ſoul? 
(For tho' in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ſtrains. - 

Ye doQtors! hear the doctrine l diſcloſe, 
As true, as if 'twere writ in dulleſt proſe; 
| As if a letter'd dune had faid, © Tis right,” 
| And imprimatur 'd it to light, 

Ambition in the truly-noble mind, 
With ſiſter- virtue is for ever join'd ; 
; As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread, 
: From guilt. and ſhame, by her laſt conduct, lied 
Her virtue long rebell'd in firm diſdain, 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain ; 
But, when the ſlave was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her fide, her love of fame obey d. 
| In meaner minds ambition works alone; 

| — cleans 
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That not more like in feature and in mien, 
® The god and mortal in the comic ſcene. 
_ Falſe julios, ambuſh'd in this fair diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No maſk in baſeſt minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her aſs's ears: 
All 1 have ſung are inſtances of this, 
And preve my theme unfolded not amiſs. 

Ye vain ! deſiſt from your enormous ſtrife; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe ſublime of life. 
The true ambition there along reſides, 
Where juſtice vindicates, and wiſdom guides; 
Where inward dignity joins outward ſtate ; 
Our pnrpoſe good, as our atchievement great; 
Where public bleſſings public praiſe attend; 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 
Would'ſt thou be fam'd ? have thoſe high deeds wakes 

Brave men would act, though ſcandal ſhould enſue. 
Behold a prince! whom no ſwoln thoughts —_— 
No pride of thrones, no fever after fame; 
But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 
And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud conqueſts then, then regal pomps delight ; 
Then crowns, then triumphs, ſparkle in his ſight; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king; 
But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 
His ſwelling foul ſubſides to native peace 3 


» AMPBITRYON, 
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From tedious grandeur's faded charms N 


A ſudden foe to ſplendor and applauſe ; 


Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 


{ Till men and angels jointly ſhout his name. 
O pride celeſtial ! which can pride diſdain; z 


O bleſt ambition! which can ne er be vain. | 
From one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the Gy, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 


| Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po; there ſhine, 


In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine; 


From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſopplies, 


Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 
In Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the muſe adores, 
Which public bleſſings thro' half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
George, who in foes can ſoft affeQions raiſe, 


And charm envenom'd ſatire into praiſe. 


Nor human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 
Ev'n ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, nature's ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 


Stiles Fritain's ſovereign, ſovereign of the ſea. 


While ſea and air, great Brunſwick! ſhook our ſtate, 
And ſported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Depriv'd of what ſhe lov'd, and preſs'd with fear, | 


22 Of ever loſing what ſhe beld moſt dear, 


* The king in danger by fa 
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How did Britannia, like Achilles, weep, 

And tell her forrows to the kindred deep: 

Hung o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm, 
Strive, for thee, with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm ? 
What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm? 
Our Palinurus f ſlept not at the helm; | 
His eye ne'er clos'd; long fince enur'd to wake, 
And out-watch every ſtar for Brunſwick's ſake; 
By thwarting paſſions toſs'd, by cares oppreſt, 

He found the tempeſt pictur d in his breaſt : 

But, now, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 
No pow'rs of language—but his own, can tell; 
His own, which nature and the graces form, 
At will, to raiſe, or huſh, the civil ſtorm. 


* How. II. lib. 1. 


+ Eccedeus remum Lethaco rore madentem, &c. Virg, 


: 


Pris nne 


7 0 
= PF 0 P F- 
"Y | CONCERNING THE 
AUTHORS or TRE AGE. 


M. DCcc. XXX. 


1 
To 


P O P E. 


Mx. 


WHILST you at Twick'nam plan the future wood, 
Our ſcnate meets; at parties, parties bawl, 
And pamphlets ſtun the ſtreets, and load the tall: 
So ruſhing tides bring things obſcene to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead dogs ſwim in fight ; 
The civil torrent foams, the tumult reigns, 
And Codrus' proſe works up, and Lico's ſtrains. 
Lo! what from cellars riſe, what ruſh from high, 
Where ſpeculation rooſted near the ſky; 
Letters, eſſays, ſock, buikin, ſatire, ſong, 

And all the garret thunders on the throng! 
. O Pope! I bucſt; nor can, nor will, refrain ; 

I'll write; let others, in their turn, complain t 
Truce. truce, ye Vandals! my tormented ear 
| Leſs dreads a pillory than pamphleteer; | 
I've heard myſ. If to death; and, plagu'd each hour, 
Shan't I return the vengeance in my pow'r? 
For who can writ: the true abſurd like me 
Thy pardon, Codrus! who, I mean, but thee? -- 
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Pope! if like mine, or Codrus, were thy ſiyle, 
The blond of vipers had not ſtain'd thy file; 
| Merit leſs ſolid. lefs diſpite bad bred; 
They had not bit, and then they had not bled. 
Fame is a public miſtreſs, none enjoys, 
But, more or leſs, his rival's peace deſtroys; 
With fame, in juſt proportion, envy grows, 
The man that makes a character. makes foes: 
Slight, peeviſh inſets round a genius riſe, 
As a bright day awakes the world of flies; 
With hearty malice, but with tecble wing, 
(ro ſbew they live) they flutter, and they ſting; 
The faireſt fruit, ſo theſe the faireſt fame, 
Shall we not cenſure all the motly train, 
Whether with ale irriguous, or champaign ? 
And whet their appetites on cliffs of rhyme; 
The college floven, or embroider'd ſpark ; 
The purple prelate, or the pariſh cleck ; 
The quiet guidzunc, or demanding prig; 
The plantiff tery, or defendant whig ; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay, or fad z 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad; 
Pcofoundly dull, or ſhallowly polite ; 
Men that read well, or men that only write; 


Whether peers, porters, taylors, tune the reeds, 


And meaſuring words to meaſuring ſhapes ſucceeds 


For bankrupts write, when ruia'd ſhops are ſhut, 
As maggots crawl from out a perilb'd nut. | 
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| Yis dammer this, and that his trowel quits, 


And, wanting ſenſe for tradeſmen, ſerve for wits. 
By thriving men ſubſiſts each other trade 


| Of every broken craft a writer's made: 


Thus his material, paper takes its birth 
From tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. 
Hail, fruitful iſle! to thee alone belong 


| Millions of wits, and brokers in old ſong ; 


Thee well a land of liberty we name, 


| Where all are free to ſcandal and to ſhame; 


Thy ſons, by print, may ſet their hearts at eaſe, | 
And be mankind's contempt, whene'er they pleaſe; 


| | Like trodden filth, their vile and abject ſenſe 
ls unperceivr'd, but when it gives offence ; 


This heavy proſe our injur'd reaſon tires; 

This verſe immortal kindles looſe deſires : 

Our age they puzzle, and corrupt our prime, 

Our ſport and pity, puniſhment and crime. 
What glorious motives urge our authors on, 

Thus to undo, and thus to be undone? 


One loſes his eſtate and down he ſits, 


To ſhew (in vain!) he till retains his wits : 


| Another marrics, and his dear proves keen; 


He writes as an hypnotic for the ſpleen : 


| Some writeconfin'd by phyſic; ſome, by debt; 


Some, for tis Sunday: ſome becauſe tis wet, 


Through private pique ſome do the public right 


And love their king and country out of ſpight : 
Another writes becauſe his father writ, 
And RO TI'S OOTY Te 
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Has Lico learning, humour, thought profound? 
Neither : why write then ? he wants twenty pound: 
His belly, not his brains, this impulſe give; | 
He'll grow immortal; for he cannot live; 

He rubs his awful front, and takes his ream, 

With no. proviſion made, but of his theme ; 
Perhaps a title has his fancy ſmite, 

Or a quaint motto, which he thinks has wit: 

He vrites, in inſpiration puts his truſt, 

'Tho' wrong his thoughts, the gods will make them juſt; 
Genius directly from the gods deſcends, 

And who by labour would diſtruſt his friends ? 
Thus having reaſon'd with conſummate (kill, 

In immortality he dips his quill; 

And, ſince blank paper is deny d the preſs, 

He mingles the whole alphabet by gueſs : 

In various ſets, which various words compoſe, | 
Of which he hopes, mankind the meaning knows, _ 
So ſounds ſpontaneous from the Sibyl on. 
Dark to herſelf the wonders which. ſhe ſpoke; 

The prieſts found out the meaning, if they ad; 
Aud nations ſtar'd at what none underſtood. 


Clodio grefs'd,”danc'd, drank, viſited, (the hee 


And great concern of an immortal ſoul!) 

Oft have | ſaid, * Awake! exiſt! and ſtrive 

For birth! nor think to loiter is to lire 5 

As oft I overheard the daemon lay, : 

'Who daily met the loit'rer in his way, 5 

ru meet thee, youth, at White's: the youth ark, 
5 ru meet thee there, and falls bis ſacrifice ;. 
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His fortune ſquander'd leaves his virtue dire. 
To ev'ry bribe, and blind t> ev'ry ſnare: 
Clodio for bread his indolence muſt quit, 
Or turn a ſoldier, or commence a wit. 


| Such heroes have we! all, but life they [lake x 
| How muſt Spaia tremble, and the German ſhake? 


Sach writers have we! all. but ſenſe, they print; 


: | Er'n George's praiſe is dated from the mint. 


In arms contemptible, in arts prophane, | 
Such ſwords. ſuch pens, diſgrace a monarch's reign, 


| Reform your lives before you thus aſpire, 
And ſteal (for you can ſteal) celeſtial fire. ; 


o! the juſt contraſt! O the beautcous ſtrife ! 


'Twixt their cool writings, and pindaric life: 


They write with phlegm, but then they live with fire ; 
They cheat the lender, and their works the buyer. 

l reveretice. misfortune, not deride ; 

Ipity poverty, but laugh at pride; 

For who ſo fad, but muſt ſome mirth confeſs 

At gay Caſtruchio's miſcellaneous dreſs ? 


| Though there's but one of the dull works he wrote, 
_ K | There's ten editions of his old lac d coat. | 


Theſe, nature's commoners, who want a bome, 
Claim the wide world for their majeſtic dome: 
They make a private ſtudy. of the ſtreet ; 

And looking full on every man they meet, | 
Ran ſouſe againſt his chaps; who Hands amaz 4 


I To find they did not ſee, but only 842 d. 


How muſt theſe bards be rapt into the ies? 


1 Ton need 68 Had, you foal thilr ecltibie. 


. 
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Will they perſiſt? 'tis madneſs; Lintot, run, | 


See them confin'd . © that's already done. 
Moſt, as by leaſes, by the works they print, 
Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the mint. 
If you miſtake, and pity theſe poor men, 
Eft Ulubris, they cry, and write again. 

| Such wits their nuiſance manfully expoſe, 


And theo pronounce juſt judges Icarning's forsz 


O frail concluſion ; the reverſe is true; 

If foes to learning, they'd be friends to you: 
Treat them, ye judges : with an honeſt ſcorn, 
And weed the cockle from the generous corn: 
Thcre's true goud-nature in your diſreſpect ; 
In juſtice to the good, the bad neglect: 

For immortality, if hardſhips plead, 

It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 


But, O! what wiſdom can convince a fool, 


But that tis dulneſs to conceive him dull? 

is fad experience takes the cenſor's part, 

Conviction, not from reaſon, but from ſmart. 
A virgin-author, recent from the preſs, 


The ſheets yet wet, applauds his great ſucceſs; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their charms to bed, 


Thoſe in his hand, and glory in his head; 
"Tis joy too great; a fever of delight 


His heart beats thick, nor cloſe his eyes all night: 


But riſing the next morn to claſp his fame, 


He finds that without ſleeping he could dream: 


So ſparks, they ſay, take goddeſſes to bed, 
And find next day the devil in their ſlead- 
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In vain advertiſements the na ear; 
They're epitaphs, and ſay the work is dead. 
} Who preſs for fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe; 
{ 'Tis volunteers alone can give the bays. - 
A famous author viſits a great man, 

Of his immortal work diſplays the plan, | 
And ſays, * Sir, I'm your friend; all fear diſmiſs; 
« Your glory, and my own, ſhall live by this; 
© Your pow'r is fixt, your fame thro' time convey'd, 
© And Britain Europe's queen—if I am paid,” 

A ſtateſman has his anſwer in a trice; 
Sir, ſuch a genius is beyond all price; | 
© What man can pay for this away he turns; 
His work is folded, and his boſom burns: 
His patron he will patronize no more; 
1 But ruſhes like a tempeſt out of door. 
{ Loſtis the patriot, and extin his name! 
Out comes the piece, another, and the ſame; 
For A, his magic pen evokes an O, | 
And turns the tide of Europe on the foe : 
He rams his quill with ſcandal, and with ſcoff; 
But tis ſo very foul, it won't go off: 
Dreadful: his thunders, while unprinted, roar ; 
| But when once publiſh'd, they are heard no more, 
Thus diſtant bugbears fright, but, nearer draw, 
| The block's a block, and turns to mirth your awe. 
Can thoſe oblige, whoſe heads and hearts are ſuch?- 
No; every party's tainted by their touch. 
' Infected perſons fly each public place 
| Aud none, or enemies alone, embrace: 
; | 1 4 
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To the foul fiend their every paſſion's ſold: 
They love, and hate, extempore, for gold: 
What image of their fury can we form? 
Dulneſs and rage, a puddle in a ſtorm. 

Reſt they in peace? if you are pleas'd to buy. 


A ſtate-Ulyſſes tames em with his bags; 

Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagan, Jew; 
For Chriſtian miniſters of ſtate arc few. 
Behiad the curtain Jurks the fountain head, 
T:: at pours his politics through pipes of lead. 
bg ge- I ee A ons. | 
O'er tea and coffe, poiſon to the rout: 
But when they have beſpatter'd all they way, 
The ſtateſman throws his filthy ſygnirts away ! 
With golden forceps, theſe, another takes, 
And ſlate elixirs of the vipers makes. 

The richeſt ſtateſman wants u hereu ith to pay 
A ſervile ſycophant, if well they ueigh 

Now much it coſts the wretch to be ſo baſe ; 
Nor can the greateſt pow'rs enough diſgrace, 
Enough chaſtiſe, ſuch proſtitute applauſe, 


But are our writers ever in the wrong ? 

8 virtue ne er ſeduce the venal tongue? 
ves; if well - brib'd, for virtue ſelf they fight; 
diu in the wrong, tho champions for the right: 
. noc'er their crimes for intereſt only quit, 

d. via ritue; and rod cceds commit. 


To ſwell your fails, like Lapland winds, they fly: 
Write they with rage? the tempeſt quickly flags; | 


FRE ĩ ͤ ß wo mm XX Wk; 


If well they weigh how much it ſtains their cauſe. 
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 Nought but inconſtancy Britannia meets, 
And broken faith in their abandon'd ſheets ; 
| From the ſame hand how various is the page? 
What civil war their brother pamphlets wage? 
Tracts battle tracts, ſelf contradiftions glare; 
Say, is this lunacy ?—l with it were. | 
If ſuch our writers, ſtartled at the fight, 
Felans may bleſs their ſtars they cannot write! 

How juſtly Proteus s tranſmigratioas fit 

The monſtrous changes of a modern wit ? 
Now, ſuch a gentle ſtream of cloquence 
As ſeldom riſes to the verge of ſenſe; | 
Now, by mad rage, transform'd into a flame, 
Which yet fit engines, well apply'd, can tame; 
Now, on immodeſt traſh, the ſwine obſcene, 
lavites the town to ſup at Drury-lane; 
A dreadful lion, now he roars at pow'r, 


Which ſends him to his brothers at the Tow'r; 


He's now a: ſerpent and his double tongue, 
| Salutes, nay licks, the feet of thoſe he ſtung ; 
What knot can bind him, his evaſion ſuch ? 
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One knot he well deſerves, which might do much. 
The flood, flame, ſwine, the lion, and the ſnake, 


Thoſe five fold monſters, modern authors make: 


The ſnake reigns moſt ; ſnakes, Pliny ſays, are bred, 


| When the brain's periſh'd in a human head. 


Ye grov'ling, trodden, whipt, ſtript, turncoat, things 


M. de up of venom, volumes, ſlains, and ſlings ! 


Thrown from the tree of knowlege, like you, curſt 


To ſcribble in the duſt, was ſnake the firſt. 
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What if the figure ſhould in fact prove true? 
It did in Elkenah, why not in you? 
Poor Elkenah, all other changes paſt, 
For bread in Smithfield dragons hiſt at laſt, 
$pit ſtreams of fire to make the butchers gape, , 
And found his manners ſuited to his ſhapes 
Such is the fate of talents miſapply'd ; 
$0 liv'd your prototype; and fo he dy d. 

Th' abandon'd manners of our writing train. . 
May tempt mankind to think religion vain : 
But in their fate, their habit, and their mein, 
That gods there are is eminently ſeens. 
| Heav'n ſtands abſolv'd by vengeance on their pen, 
And marks the murderers of fame from men: 
Through meagre jaws they draw their venal been, 
At ghaſtly as their brothers in Macbeth: 
Their feet through faithleſs leather meet the dirt, 
And oftener chang'd their principles than ſhirt. 
The tranſient veſtment of theſe frugal men, 
Haſten to paper for our mirth agen : 
Too ſoon (O merry melancholy fate!) 
They beg in rhyme, and warble through a grate 2 
The man lampoon'd forgets it at the fight; 


The friend through pity gives the foe through ſpitez | 


And though full conſcious of his injur d purſe, 
Lintot relents, nor Curll can wiſh them worſe. 
So fare the men, who writers dare commence 
Without their patent, probity, and ſenſe. 

From theſe, their politics our guidzuncs ſeek, 
. 


EPISTLE I. 26 
Theſc labovring wits, like paviours, mend our ways, 

With heavy, huge, repeated, flat, eſſays; | 

/ Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, though ne'er ſo dullz 

Aud hem at every thump upon your ſkull : 

Theſe ſtaunch-bred writing hounds begin the . 

And hoveſt folly echoes to the lie. 

O how | laugh, when 1 a blockhead fre, 

Thanking a villain for his probity. 

Who ſtretches out a moſt reſpectful ear, 

With ſoares for woodcocks in his holy leer: 


| It tickles through my foul to hear the cock's- 


Sincere encomium on his friend the fox, 

Sole patron of his libertics and rights! 

While graceleſs Reynard liſtens till he bites. 
As when the trumpet ſounds, th" o erloaded ſtate 

Diſcharges all her poor and profligate ; 

Crimes of all kinds. diſhonour d weapons wield, 

And priſons pour their filth into the field ; 

| Thus nature's refuſe, and the dregs of men, 
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LL write at London ; ſhall the rage abate 4 
Here, where it moſt ſhould ſhine, the moſes ſeat? 

Where. mortal or immortal, as they pleaſe, 9 

The learn d may chuſe eternity, or caſe? 

Has not a Royal Patron wiſely ſtrove 

To woo the muſe in her Athenian grove ? 

And giv'n new tongues to thoſe who ſpoke fo well? 

Let theſe inſtru; with'truth's illuftrious ray, 

Awake the world, and ſcare our owls away. 
Mean while, O friend! indulge me, if 1 give 

Some needful precepts how to write, and live 3 | 

Serious ſhould be an author's final views; _ 1 

Who write for pure amuſement, ne er amuſe. | 
An author ! tis a venerable name! | 

How few deſerve it, and what numbers claim? 

Unbleſt with ſenſe above their peers refin'd, 

Who ſhall ſtand up, dictators of mankind ? 


— 


ä * 


® His late Majeſty's benefaction for modern languages. 
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| vi. ad See os if not in virtue's cauſe ? 
That ſole proprietor of juſt applauſe. 

Ye reſtleſs men, whe pant for letter'd praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the bays? 
Wich thoſe great authors whoſe fam'd works you read? 
"Tis well, go, then, conſult the laurell'd ſhade. 


| What anſwer will the laurell'd ſhade return ? 


Hear it, and tremble ! he commands you burn 
The nobleſt works his eovy'd genius writ, 

That boaſt of nought more excellent than wit. 
If this be true, as tis a truth moſt dread, 

| Woe to the page which has not that to plead ! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying. wiſh'd unwrote 
The ſprightlieſt efforts of their wanton thought 3 
Sidney and Waller, brighteſt ſons of fame, 
Condemn the charm of ages to the flame s 
And in one point is all true wiſdom caſt, 


| To think that early we muſt think at laſt. 


Immortal wits, ev'n dead, -break-nature's laws, 


Injurious ſtill to virtue 's ſacred cauſe ; 


And their guilt, growing, as their bodies rot, 
(Revers d ambition ] pant to be forgot. 

Thus ends your courted fame: does luere then, 
The ſacred thirſt of gold, betray your pen? 

In proſe tis blameable, in verſe tis worſe, 
Provokes the muſe, extorts Apolls's curſe; 
His ſacred inflyence never ſhould be ſold; 
"Tis arrant Simony to ſing for gold? 
'Tis immortality ſbould fire your mind; 
Scorn a leſs pay maſter than all mankind. 


att EPISTLEM 
If bribes: you ſeck, know this, ye writing tribe} | 
Who writes for virtue has the largeſt bribe : | 
All's on the party of the virtuous man; 
The good will ſurely ſerve him, if they can; 
The bad, when intereſt, or ambition guide, 
And 'tis at once their intereſt and their pride: 
But ſhould both fail to take him to their care, 
He boaſts a greater friend, and both may ſpare. 
Letters to man uncommon light diſpenſe ; - 
And what is virtue, but ſuperior ſenſe? 
In parts and learning you who place your pride, 
OI OO WOOD 
What is a ſcandal of the firſt renown, 
But letter'd knaves, and atheiſts in a gown? 
Tis harder far to pleaſe than give offence; 
The leaſt miſconduct damns the brighteſt ſenſe ; 
Can read your life, and will be proud to blame. 
Flagitious manners make impreffions deep 
On thoſe. that o'er a page of Milton fleep : 
Nor in their dulneſs think to fave your ſhame, 
True, theſe are fools ; but wiſe men ſay the ſame, 
Wits are a deſpicable race of men, 
If they confine their talents to the pen; 5 
While the man ſhocks us, while the writer ſhines, 
Our ſcorn in life, our envy in his lines. EE.” 
c 
And play the fool, becauſe they're men of ſenſe. 
| What inſtances bleed recent in each thought, | 
FF 
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"Ts |Agaioſt their wills what numbers ruin bun, 
2 [Purely thro' want of wit to be undone? 
Nature has ſhewa. by making it ſo rare, 
That wit's a jewel which we need not wear. 
Ol plain ſound ſenſe life's current coin is made ; 
Wich that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial trade. 
| Prudence protects and guides us; wit betrays; 
A ſplendid ſource of ill ten thouſand ways; 
A A certain ſoare to miſeries immenſe; 
A gay prerogative from common ſeaſes  _. 
. Unleſs ſtrong judgment that wild thing can tame, 
4. | And break to paths of virtue and of fame, 
4 But grant your judgment equal to the beſt, 
* Senſe fills your head, and genius fires your breait; 
Ter fill forbear your wit (conſider well) 
Tis great to ſhew but greater to conceal ; 
As it is great to ſeize the golden prize 
Of place or power; but greater to deſpiſe. - 
; If ſtill you languiſh for an author's name, 
Think private merit leſs than public fame, 
And fancy not to write is not to live: 
, Deſerve, and take, the great prerogative. 
Zut ponder what it is; how dear twill coſt, 
To write one page which you may juſtly boaſt. 
; Senſe may. be good, yet not deſerve the preſs; 
Who write, an awful character profeſs ; 
, The world as pupil of their wiſdom claim, 
And for their ſtipend an immortal fame: 
Nothing but what is folid or rein d.,. 
fn 
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Severely weigh your learning and your uit: 
Keep down your pride by what is nobly wit: 
No writer, fam'd in your own way, paſs o'er 
BRD 
More had the ancients writ, they more ha taught; 
Which ſhews ſome work is left for modern thought 


This weitzh d, perfection know; and, known, adore; | 


Toil, burn for that; but do not aim at more; 
Above, beneath it, the juſt limits fix; 
And zealouſly prefer four lines to fix. 
Write, and re-write, blot out, and write, axis 
And for its ſwiftneſt ne er appland your pen. 
Leave to the jockeys that Newmarket. praiſe, 
Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the bays. 
Much time for immortality to pay, 
Is juſt and wiſe; for leſs is thrown away. 
Time only can mature the labouring brain ;. 
Time is the father, and the midwife pain: 
The ſame good ſenſe that makes a man excel, 
Still makes bim doubt he ne'cr has written well. 
Downright impoſſibilties they ſeck x 
What man can be immortal in a week? nf 
Excuſe no fault; tho beautiful, twill harm; 


JD 


One fault ſhocks more · than twenty beauties-charm., 


Our age demands correftneſs; Addiſon 

And you this commendable burt have done. 

Now writers find; as once Achilles found; 
The whole is mortal, if à part's unſound. 1 5 
He that ſtrikes out: and firikes not out the beſt, 


Fours luſtre. in, eu Genifics the reſt: 
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Give e'er .o little; If what's right be there, 


F | We praiſe for what you burn, and what you ſpare 3 


The part you burn. ſmells ſweet before the ſhrine, 


And is as incenſe of the part divine. 


Nor frequent write, though you can do it well; 
Men may too oft, though uot too much, excel. 


A few good works gain fame : tore link their price 


Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice: 
They granted you writ well, what can they more, 
Unleſs you let them praiſe for giving o'er? 
Do boldly what you do, and let your page 


Smile, if it ſmiles, and if it rages, rage. 

So faintly Lucius cenſures and commends; 

That Lucius has no foes, except his friends. 

It ſhews a+gen'rous mind to wink at flaws : 

Is genius yours ? be.yours 2 glorious end, 
Be your king's, country's, truth a religion's friend g 


| The public glory by your own beget 3. 


— 5 9-4 


Run nations, run poſterity, in debt 


And fince the fam'd alone make others lite, 


Firſt have the glory you preſume to give. | 
If ſatire charms, ſtrike faults, but ſpare the man; 

"Tis dull to be as witty as you can. | 

Satire recoils whenever charg'd too high; 

Round your own ſame the fatal ſplinters fly. 


As the ſoft plume gives ſwiſtoeſs to the dart, 
Good«breeding ſends the ſatire to the heart. 


Painters and ſurgeons may the ſtructure ſeas; 


6 you the man: 


2 2 
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Defaults in thoſe alone ſhould give offence ! & 

Who ſtrikes the perſon, pleads his innocence. 

My narrow-minded ſatire can't extend 

To Codrus form; I'm not ſo much his friend i 

Himſelf ſnould publiſh that (the world agree) 

Before his works, or in the pillory. 

Let him be black, fair, tall. ſhort, thin, or fat, 

Dirty or clean. I find no theme in that. 

Is that call'd humour ? It has this pretence, 

*Tis ncither virtue, breeding, wit, or ſenſe. 

Unleſs you boaſt the genius of a Swift, 

Beware of humour, the dull rogue's laſt ſhift. | 
Can others write like you ? Your taſk give o'er, 

"Tis printing what was publiſh'd long before. 

If novght peculiar through your labours run, 

They're duplicates, and twenty are but one. 

Think frequently, think cloſe, read nature, turn 

Men's manners o'er, and half your volumes burn; 

To nurſe with quick reflexion be your ſtrife; 

Thoughts born from preſent objects, warm from life: 

When moſt unſought, ſuch inſpirations riſe, 

Slighted by fools, and cheriſh'd by the wiſe: 

Expect peculiar fame from theſe alone? 

Theſe make an author, theſe are all your own. * 
Life, like their Bibles, cooly men turn o'er 

Hence unexperienc'd children of threeſcore. 

True, all men think of courſe, as all men dream; 

And if they lightly think, tis much the fame. - 
Letters admit not of a half-renown; | 

They give you nothing, or they give a crown. 


| | Eaſy the conduct, ſ uple the deſign, 


1 PFISTYT © 
No work c'er gain'd true fame, or ever ean, 
1 Bat what did honour to the name of man. 


Weighty the ſubje&, cogent the diſcourſe, 
Clear. be the ſtyle the very ſound of force; 


{ Striking the moral, and the ſoul divine: 

Let nature art, and judgment wit, exceed: 
Oer learning reaſon reign ; o'er that, your creed: 
Thus virtue's ſeeds, at once, and laurel's, growg. 
Do thus, and riſe a Pope, or a Defpreau: 
And when your genius exquiſitely ſbines, 

| Live up to the full luſtre of your lines: 

| COILED gy 

A fallen angel is a fallen wit; 

And they plead Lueiſet 's deteſted cauſe, 

Who. for bare talents challenge our applauſe. 
Would you reſtore juſt honours to the pen? 

From able writers riſe: to worthy men 
Who's this with nonſenſe, nonſenſe would reſtrain ?. 
| ©-Who#'s this (they cry) fo vainly ſchools the vain? 
© Who damns our traſh, with fo much traſh replete? 
As, three ells round, huge Cheyne rails at meat?“ 

Shall I with Bavius then my voice cxalt, 
And challenge all mankind to find one fault ? 
Wich huge examens overwhelm my page, 

And darken reaſon with dogmatic rage ? 
As if, one tedious volume writ in rhime, 
In proſe a duller could excuſe the crime? 
Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle thing 
| Is gravely: to hemages on whet we. ing... 

| "LF. | 
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| At that tribunal ſtands the writing tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate or bribe : 

Time is the judge; Time has no friend nor foe; 8 
Falſe fame muſt wither, and the true will grow. 

Arm'd with this truth, all critics 1 defy; 

For if I fall by my own pen I die; | 

While ſnarlers ſtrive with proud but fruitleſs pain, 

To wound immortals, or to ſlay the lain. 

Sore preſt with danger, and in awful dread 
Of twenty pamphlets levell'd at my head, 
Thus have I forg'd a buckler in my brain, 
Of recent form, to ſerve me this campaign; 
And ſafely hope to quit the dreadful field 
Delug'd with ink, and ſleep behind my ſhicld; 
Unleſs dire Codrus rouſes to the fray 
In all his might, and damns me for a day. 
As turns a flock of geeſe, and, on the green, 
Poke out their fooliſh necks iu awkwaid ſpleen, 
(Ridiculous in rage !) to biſs, not bite, . 
80 war their quills, when ſons of dulneſs write. 
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